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MDCC XXIX. 


TO THE 


RIGHT HONOURABLE 


George Doddington, Eſq; 


One of the Lords Commiſſioners of his Ma- 
1 jeſty's Treaſury. 


STR | 
Am truly ſenſible that to dedicate a Performance of 
ſo mean a Character, as Farce, to a Perſon of 
Your Rank, elegant Taſte, and even of ſuch ad- 
mir'd Skill in the ſublimer Species of Poetry, is a Li- 
berty too liable to Cenſure : However, when 1 reflect 
that it was meant for publick Benefit, and that under 
Your Patronage it may indeed have its intended Uſeful- 
neſs, I am encouraged to hope that a Gentleman of 
Your known Candour will pardon me this Freedom, 
The unhappy Occaſions there have been to charge 
with high Duties the ſeveral Articles of Trade, would 
have been leſs burthenſome, had thoſe Duties been e- 


qually paid; but whilſt the fair Trader has the Mortifi- 


cation to ſee himſelf underſold in all Markets, Trade 


mult conſequently Decay, and the Revenue be diminiſh. 
ed. ; ; . 
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7 DEDICATION. 

The Humpſhire Smugglers detected Wet two Years 
ago, gave me the Occaſion of writing the following 
Farce, in order to expoſe, as far as I was able, Pract i- 
ces ſo very pernicious to the Publick, | | 

Thoſe Smugglers had contracted to pay to the Cu- 
ſtom-Houſe Officers in a certain Port, in that County, 
a certain Rate per Cent. for the Liberty of running 
their Goods; they had Juries always at their Devotion 
on certain Conditions, and an Attorney likewiſe, who 
undertook to conceal tlieir Eſtates under ſham Convey- 
ances from the Inquiſi tion of the Law: But the Remo- 
val of thoſe corrupt Officers, an Extent ſecretly ſent 
down, and an Inquiſition held ſuddenly upon it, 
unravelled the whole Myſtery of Iniquity, and brought 
thoſe Offenders to Juſtice. 

Sir, The good Ends propoſed in writing this Farce, 
(being I fear all the Merit it has to plead) will yet I hope 
inſure me your Honour's Forgiveneſs, at a Time when 
ſuch ſtrict Meaſures are taken by the Commiſſioners of 
the Cuſtoms, directed by your Lordſhips of the Trea- 
ſury, to prevent thoſe very Evils I have endeavoured to 
expoſe, I beg leave with greateſt Devotion to profeſs 
my ſelf, 


8 
Tour Honour's % 
moſt Dutiful, 
5 and moſt Obedient, 
Humble alan 


Thomas Odell, 
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Spoken by Mr. GILLO W. 


FT has the Muſe exerted all her Rage, 

To raiſe to 3 each degenerate Age; 
Drawn Virtue fair, with each attracting Grace, 
And Vice expos d, with its forbiddmg Face, 
And whilſt 1 various Ways ſecur'd of Fame, * 
Some perfect Moral was her conſtant Aim. 
Who 1 a tragick Scene, the Wrongs diſcloſe 
Of real Worth, but ſwells with real Woes, - 

Or joins not comick Wit at their Expence, 
To laugh the vicious Coxcombs into Senſe. 
Our Author bids me ſay the Scenes To-night 
Contam Inſtruction, and he hopes Delight; 
That Farce with Opera Ingredients join d, 
Compoſe a Med cine for the ſickly Mind, 
To throw off viciaus Humours, and reſtore. 
A conſcious Habit to relapſe no more, x, 
Fair Traders here may laugh, tho' times are hard, 
To ſee the Smugglers meet their juſt Reward; 
And hence the guilty Smuggler may reform, 
And from Examples feek to ſhun the Storm. 
Here may Attendants who to Levee's run, 
And wait Preferment, ſee the Buſineſs dope 
By Craft, or Chance, for Pleaſure, or Expence, 
And not for Merit, or ſuperior Senſe. 
cou d Stateſmen too be falſe or play the Fool, 
. You ſee they'd bear the laſh of Ridicule : 

But they, good Men, all honeſt are by Place, 
Prieſts all are pious, ev'ry Duke has Grace, 
Andev'ry Lady wears a moſt bewitching Face, 


4 
4 
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R Perſonæ. 


M E N. 
Vulcan, once a Blackſmith, now 11 


Smuggler, a noiſy illiterate Fellow, By Mr. Huber, | 
- Partner with Bung and Crabb, . 
Bang, once a Brewer's Servant, now TY; 
a Smuggler, a ſly cunning Fellow, _ Mr.Gifard. | 
Partner with Vulcan and Crabb. RE, CS 
Crabb, once a Crabcatcher,. now a 
Smugeler,a noiſy impudentFellow, } Mr. Pearce.. 
Partner with Vulcan and Bung. . 
Conſcience, a Lawyer. Mr. Glow. 
Oats, Book-Kee epe to the Smu ers, Mr. Williams. 
Pigg, Couch and Alſpite, Maſters of! Mr. Wathen. 
three Smuggling \ Veſlels, turned f Mr. Hil. 


Informers, not being paid. Mr. Downs. 

Snack, a Cattom. Hou”, Officer, in | 
Ar with the Smugglers, a Pre- Mr. Reynolds. 
tender to Mrs. Suſan. | 

Truſty, an honeſt Cuſtom-Houſe j* 
Officer, in Love with Mrs. Suſan Mr. Smith. 
Vulcan. 

Rap and Hearſay, Servant 9 the Mr. Machen. 
Smugglers, 7 TS MX 8 8 Mr. Hicks. 


Mr. Dove. 
ft? 9 Mr. Taylor. 


WOMEN. 


- rs. Vulcan, a Virago Wife to Vulcan. By Mr £ Thomas. 
rs. Suſan, Daughter to Vulcan, in 
Love with Truſty. 3 Mrs. Purden. 


Bluet, 2 Farmer. 
Verdict, Foreman of th 


Peg Ambler, Miſtreſs s to Vulcan, Mrs. Carter. 
Beſs Blouſe, Miſtreſs to Bung. Mrs. Palmer. 
__ Titup, 1 to Crabb, Mrs. Jones. | 


| With Jury-men, Conſtable, Drawer, and other At- 
tendants. 


T H. E. 


THE 


SMUGGLERS, Sc. 
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40 T L NE 
SCENE, Stokes-bay, 


D:/covers 2 Veſſel lying off at Sea, and Rap 2 | 
Hearſay rolling ſome Casks over the Stage. 


Enter Oats and Alſpike, with each & Gun. 


25 R Etheſe all, Maſter Alſpite? 

th Alſpike, Aal, aal, Zur, except vaur 
=Sl ba't Anchors in the Boat; Meſs, we 
bv) ha* made haſt, Maeſter Oars, 

Oats, Yes, faith, I wiſh they were 
as haſty to pay us; but they'll be 
ſlow enough there, I muſt tell you. 

Alſpike.Slow, zay* ee? aye, pox rat m, I ha' vound it 
200a, l'm ſhoure ; not that I'll be put off zooa any 


longer: for tho'ff they cheat the King, nooa matter, 


A. 4 he 


2 The Smugglers. 


he can avord it; they ſhan't think to defraud me o my 
Wages. | 
Oats. No, faith, no reaſon they ſhou'd, ny 
Alſpike, Meſs, I wiſh I had n't let 'm run aooa var i- 
my Debt; vor vair Words an' yoine Promiſes are aal 
I've got theſe zix Vaiages.. 5 6 
Oates, 'm worſe off yet, but we muſt worry em, 
Maſter Alſpike; for they ne'er think o paying Folks : 
they call us their Slaves, and expect to find us ſuch, but 
mat ſnan't ſerve their turns; ſhall they get their Hun- 
dreds every Week, an' not pay their Seryants? Here's 
Piulcan, t'other Day a Blackſmith, an' now a Merchant 
with a pox, builds a fine Houſe, an' keeps a Wench; 
ſhe won't truſt, let him ſee if Peg Ambler will truſt him. 
ung too, lately a Brewer's Servant, a ſly cunning Vil- 
lain, now thinks to eheat all the World, he keeps his 
Wench tao; and ſo does Crabb, the quondam Crab- 
catcher, that's gone to Pool to ſtand for Parliament- 
man, With a pox. 
-— Alſptke, Meſs, he zaies, an' he gets it too, he'll maak 
a new Laa to burn aal the old ones. | 
Oats Faith, he need not trouble himſelf; there's Con- 
ſcience the Lawyer can find Ways to creep thro? em faſt 
enough, Hark! (4 Gun fires off at a diſtance) there's a 
Warning- piece gone off. | 
Enter Vulcan and Mrs. Vulean, with each a Gun, + 
5 So, Lads, how cheer? Is all loaded an' ſent 
Ol. 
Oats. All, all, Sir. a | 
Mrs. Vulcan. Come, Boys, ſtand to your Arms then; 
an' they miſs the Goods, I don't matter m, we'll pep- 
per the Rogues, | 5 | 
Vulcan. Aye, Wench, we'll maul 'em; this is that 
Dog Truſty, I warrant 2 Alſpike, get you o' Board, that 
the Ship be not condemn'd ;. an' they ſee nothing, they 
can ſeize nothing. [Exit Alſpike.] Hark! (anotherGun 
fires nearer) They're at hand; come Back to Back; (they 
ſtand trianqular.] So, now we're prepar'd for em. 
Mrs. Vulcan. Aye, Dear, ſo we are, (as they ſtand, 
Oats and Mrs, Vulcan 40.) i 
752 | | Vulcan. 


ien Wife, be TAN you don t linchnow; vl. an- 


| ſwer for the reſt. 


Mrs. Yulcan Oh, nebel ear me (lfte Jonlyrake care, 
Husband, to look out 1 rp. 0 NG e not ſurpriz 4 7 
(along Oats again) I thought Lheard ſomething: then, 

Kein 


8 x ELM So Ithought too, Wife. What's that ruſtles 


now? (half turning, whilſt Oats and ſhe continue kiſſing.) 


— 


Mrs. Vulcan. Oh nothing o' this ſide, Husband; look. - 
ſtrait afore ye, that' s. your Poſt, Dear, (king A 1 
| Enter Snack, 

gnac v, 80! have. L catoh'd vou at its You! Weg 
gling, 885 ure. 

Mrs. Vulc an. Advance your Firelocks! ſtand, who be 

8 
1 Snack, One you. didn't look for, Tl be from 5 but 
who are you, prayͤ; 

Mrs. Fulcan, This ſhall fatisfy.ve; een Es 

. Snagk, Oh, Friends I ſee ;: hold, Madam; you won { Ih 
ſhook, 4 Friend, L hopes: . 

Mrs, Vulcan, No, but 'twas welk ye ſpoke; ( ſetting 
down her Gun) - I had ſhot ye elfe. les, Snack, we'te 
your beſt Friends, 1 believe; for we. ha? been hard at 


work for ye. 


Snack, 1 don't queſtion? t Madam; n beholden a 
t'ye. . 
Ng. Aye, Suach, YA I chink ; ; but 3. s the rea- 
"fab you cant keep yourBed o'N ights ? So well as you're 
paid for ſleeping, I ſhou'd think you've no occaſion to 
. crawl about at ſuch an Hour as this, 1 muſt tell ve. 

Mrs. Vulcan. No, snack, your Buſineſs is to loep in | 
a whole Skin, an' not overlook your Friends thus, an” 
make em ſuſpect ye; you ſhall ha' tour Pounds o Hog- - 
ſhead tu r f u an} be hang Yes: (winking at 
Snack.) 

Za 1 beg > pardon, "Madam, Thad no, deſi igm to in- i 
terruptyeu, | n ſurk, (to Mrs, Vulcan) and far theMer- : 


_ chantan” his Partners, they're compris*d.i the Tr SAIF 3 ; 


but] might look out for Interlopers, l hope}: . 


A3 Vulcan, . 


4 The Smugglers. | 
Vulcan. Aye ſure; Had ye any Information. Mr. 
Snack. Truſty had, Sir, an' was coming hither; but I 
pretending to an Information of Goods to be run at 
Hellhead, ſent him thither, where I'm fatisfied he'll 
meet nothing, an” came hither myſelf, left he ſhould, 
that had been a Surprize, Madam. ; . 
Mrs. Vulcan. An' ſo was this too, I muſt tell ye, (aſide 
to Snack) but I'm glad its no worſe, N 
Vulcan, Aye, Wench, fo am I too: Rot that Son of 
a Devil; is there no way o“ bringing him into Contract, 
Mr. Snack? e ty 
Snack. No, Sir, you'll ne'er corrupt him; if he does 
not ſome time or other detect us, twill be well. 
Vulcan. Dam' him, he ſhall die firſt; there never was 
a Sett of ſuch honeſt Officers in this Port as now; an' ra- 
ther than any of em ſhall ſuffer by ſuch a Toad as he is, 
VI butcher him myſelf, tho? I'm hang'd for him. What! 
he is n't the firſt Officer we ha*remoy'd.. © 
Snack. Sir, we're much oblig'd t'ye, but hope there 
will not be occaſion to give us ſuch a bloody Froof o· 
your Friendſhip.. 3 5 i 1 . 
Vulcan. No, Sir, I hope not; but hark ye, (whiſþer-- 
ing) it things ſhou'd grow deſperate, why (whiſpering 
again) we have a deſperate Cure for em. Mind that 
Snack, I do, Sir; but ſhould regret his Deſtruction,, 
notwithſtanding he's my Rival. 15 
ulcan. He your Rival, Snack! no, no, Iknow better 
things than e my Daughter to him; a Sceundrel, 
who makes it his whole Study to interrupt our Trade, 
and has flo other Views of riſing than by the Ruin of the 
Merchants in this Port. No, I'd ſooner follow my 
Wench to the Gallows than wed her to him. She's thine, 
Snack, I aſſure thee, or none o' mine, ſhe ſhall find. 
Snack. She's your's, Sir, by all the Ties of Nature an' 
Obedience, but by Inclination my Rival's; for. ſne cer- 
* rainly loves Truſty. ne FE SMES. 
Vulcan. She loves! Ha! ha! ha! we ſhan't mind: 
hat; one good W hipping- bout will ſet her right there; 


her Mother ſhall chaſtiſe her. 


Mrs. Vulcan. 


The Smugglers. © „ 


Mrs. Vulcan, Aye, aye, let me alone; I'll take her 
down, I will ſo; not but my young Miſtreſs begins to 
take upon her, I muſt tell ye: Why, t'other Day, ſhe _ 


was ſo ſaucy to ſay, that poor Peoples Children, honeſt- 


ly educated, were better provided for than thoſe that in- 
herited large Fgrtunes diſhoneſtly gotten ; for ſuch 
wou'd never proſper : Gad, I lent her ſuch a Spat,ſhe'll 
remember it one while, I warrant her. 3 
Snack. Twas pity you ſtruck her, Madam; Mrs. Su- 
ſan is now too big to be corrected in ſuch a manner. 
Vulcan, Not at all, Sir, an” ſhe's ſo childiſh ; ſhew me 
any great Eſtate that was honeſtly gottenz She knows 
nothing o' the World, poor fooliſh Wench: Will yedine 
wi' me To-day, Mr. Snack 7 5 58 
Snack, No, Sir, I thank ee, perhaps I may juſt ſteal 


to ſee Mrs. Suſan, elſe my Attendance on Truſty will be 


neceſſary to keep him from making you a Viſit. | 
Vulcan, Oh, no matter; we have the Permits ready 
to cover the Goods, We ſhall be merry, Sir. 
| Snack. 1 had rather be excus'd, being your Gueſt , 


Sir, may make Truſty ſuſpect me, an' then I ſhan't be 


able to ſerve you with him. Your Servant. [ Exit Snack, ] 
Vulcan, An honeſt conſiderate Fellow this, I ſhall be 
happy in ſuch a Son i Law. Oars, get you away, an' 
ſee the Goods put i' the Storehouſe, (Oats going.) An' 
hark ye! Tell Brother Bung we come, [Exeunt.] 


_  SGENE changes to Vulcan's Houſe. 8 ö | 


Enter Pigg and Couch, 3 
Pigg. Bad Weather, ſay ee? Aye, Meſs, we had 
bad Weather. I thought laſt Sunday twou'd ha' blow'd 
the Devil's Head off; an' we'd been o' the Leeſhore, 
we'd ne'er ſwung in a Hammock agen. When d'ye ſail, 
Brother? CR IN 5 
Couch. To- day an' they give me the Cockets, an' pay 
me; but, Meſs, I'll not budge without money. 
Pigg. No, you're to blame if you do; Meſs, 


| I'll not 
_ em any more I can tell ye; they pay no body, I 
— | | | ＋ * 


Cou ch. 


. 


6 The Smugglers 


Couch. No, rotem, they think damning a Man i' n't-. 
enough, except they ſtarye him too; there's Buck turn d 
off an' abus'd, only becauſe he ask d for his own. 

Pigg. Meſs, but they pay d him firſt, L hope? 

Couch. Yes, with. a good Stick an' ye will; but the 
Devil a Penny they gave him. But mum. 
e Ente, Bung. 

Both. Maſter Bung, your Servant. 


Bung. How is't, Lads. | 2 
Bosh. Heart-whole, thank ee, Sir. N 
"Burg. 1s Brother Vulcan come home yet? 
Pigg. No, Si; but they expect him ſoon; they ſay. 
Bung. That's well; Couch, we ha' given the Hover- 
ing- bonds for ye to the Cuſtom-houſe; Oats will give 
you your Cokets : ſo get out to Sea wi' this Tide, and be 
ſure to reach Brown-down this Evening ; we ſhall expect 
ye there by nine. | 
Conch, Maſter, ne*erfear but I'll meet ye; but I muſt, 
deſire you to let a body have a little Money wi” ye, for 1 
can't fail elſe; I ſhall be 'reſted To-day for ſixteen. 
Pounds an' I don't pay it. AO 
Bung. Hal ha! ha! arreſted, Man! what in fearof 
the Lay that live by breaking it. No, no, Slave, get out 
to Sea; you're ſafe enough there, 2 2 
Couch. I know that, Merchant; but the thing is how 


to get out? for I tell ye again, I ſnall be reſted an” I J 
don't pay the Money: 3 1 g 
Bung. And I tell ye again, Il not pay you this time; 
aw if you'reat a loſs how to get out, I'll teach ye; 'll | l 
drive ye out, Slave, ( ſhaking his Cane) Dog, d'ye mut- \ 
ter? 2 Couch muttering] Saucy Scoundrel. (Turn- ö 
ing to Pigg) Well, Pigg, I'm glad you're come in ſafe, { 
however: You had bad Weather? * + IRA 0 
Pigg. Aye, Maſter Bung, bad enough of all Conſci- 
ence; had ſome Folks been wi' us, tees ha” been ſad- 
ly frighted, the Sea run Mountains, high, as the ſaying Ir 
is, and the Wind fung and whiſtled mainly i theShrouds ; a 


but what then, we drunk and roar'd between Decks. te 


we rid it out, and got in ſafe, you ſee. 


Burg. 


| 
- 

men ſate at Cherburg in Normandy ,..Brother Crabb put- h 
| 


our Words, and paying our Debts, an“ yet ſecure us 4 
; As II 


wi' ye; for I can't truſt any longer. 


2 


Bang. Im glad on- t. Well. did ye land the Gentle. 


oh The Smugglers: 
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o! Board ye? | 

Pigg. Yes, Sir, that Idid. | . 
Bung. That's well: Here's a Preſent of ten Guineas, 

which Lord Frigheful left for ye. Brother Crabb ordet'c 

me to give it ye (ging him Money) being gone to Pool. 
Pigg. I thank his Lordſhip, they're brave merry 

Fo' ks; we were main jolly o Board. 1 
Bung. They're going on a good Peſign; they're for 

our (whiſpers) — King ; they'll bring him in too, ! L 


hope. 3 3 | — 
ag. Aye, Meſs, I hope fo; we drank's Health o 
Board, till we ſcarce knew Stem from Stern; they'll 
ſtick at nothing WY him in, I find. 8 
Bung. No, the Cauſe requires it; an? thoſe that are 
undone will ſtick at-nothing to make emſelves whole 
again: But we Smugglers are his beſt Friends, we dend . 
ruin ourſelves by running a' tet one that can hardly 
maintain himſelf; but ſtay at home and defraud the 
Publick ot that Revenue which wor'd otherwiſe be em- 
ploy'd to bis diſadyantage; and as by fuch means we - 
et Eftates that in a lucky moment may be uſeful to 
im; ſo, however that may happen, they ll in time put 
us above the Fear o' the Law, the Trouble of keeping 


good Chance o dying in our Beds too. ; 
Pigg. Meſs, Sir, you ſay all in three Words; but pg 
before you climb fo high, let one have a little Money 


Bung. Faith but you muſt, Pigg; I'm plaguely out o! 
Caſh at preſent: We ha' juſt paid the Officers their 
Contract Money. They won't truſt. | (5 
Pigg. Meſs, then they go Snacks, do they? f 
Bung. Four Pounds in a Hogſhead they have on Cla- 
ret, and the ſame in proportion for other Commodities; 
a gteat Load on us fair Traders! But we muſt ſacrifice. 
to Mammon, the Dogs wou'd be troubleſome elſe. 
Pigg. It's well I think, Sir, that ye can muzzle em. 


Bung. 


8 The Smugglers. 
_ Burg. I think ſo too, Pigg; but there's that Dog Tru- 
fy won't come to Collar; the Hound hunts cloſe too: 
but his Brethren, to do 'em juſtice, always give him a 
wrong Scent, Let Oats make up your Account, an' 
once ina Fortnight we'll help you to ſome Money, or 
at leaſt give you a Bill on Merchant in London: Tho' 
I think we ha” 2 well drain'd all our Friends there 

a' ready. (Aſide. Tt indy” 
Pigg. I thank ee; Maſter Bung, your Servant.(Going.), 
Bung. I'llgo with Jes and ſee it Oats has given Couch 
his Cokets, an order him to take up the Hoyering-bond. 
given for you. [ Exeunt.|. | LF wack} 
7 "The SCENE continues. 
Enter Vulcan, Mrs. Vulcan, un' Mrs. Suſan. 
Vulcan. Why ho' now. Wench ?. I hear a ſad Char- 
neun | PFs 
Mrs. Suſan. Sir, I'm ſorry I'm miſrepreſented t' ye; 
I an't :onſcious of having diſoblig'd you. | | 
Vulcan. No? Why you're in love wi' my greateſt E- 
nemy it feems, wr Iruſtxg. 1 
__ Mrs. Suſan. Sir, one's Inclinations are involuntary; 
not that ever I made any ſuch Diſcovery, — _ 
Mrs. Vulcan. D' ye hear the Slut? She's at her Repli- 
cates agen; you wou'd have her learn to read, and ſee 
what's come on't now: Lard ha” mercy, I wonder 
where ſhe picks up all this Stuff, ſhe ne'er learnt it from 
us I'm ſure. I'll pull your Head off, Huſſey, an' ye 
rate ſo nonſenſicalljxy. 3 8 
Mrs. Suſan. Good Madam, pray how have I offend- 
ed ye? 5 # | 
| = Vulcan. D' ye hear the Sauce box? I'll teach ye, 
Flulley. (Going to ſtrike.  - | 5 
Vulcan. (Going between em.) Hold, Wife, leave us, 
an' ſee all things provided for our Friends againſt they 
| 2 I'll take my Wench to task, you're too hot, I 
Mrs. Vulcan. Too hot, a Brazen! You'll find it high 
time to be hot; ſhe muſt be taken down, or. [Exit 
Ars. Vulcan. | | F 
_ Mrs.. Suſan. Sir, l'm ſorry my Mother is ſo angry: | 


Father? Ha! 


The Smugglers. 5 
Fl never diſoblige either of you by any Inclinations of 
mine: Tho” I cou'd be glad, if ever I ſhould marry, it 
might be with ſuch an honeſt Man as Truſfty, | 
Vulcan. An honeſt Man! Fool! filly Wretch! ſhe'd 


have an honeſt Man for her Husband, of all things, 


You haye a ſweet Notjon of Mankind, truly. Shoe 
me an honeſt Man, as Times go, that can maintain a 
Woman : No, no, the Expences of Lite an't ſo gaſi- 


ly acquir'd. | 


Mrs. Saſan. Then pardon me, Sir, if I chuſe to live 
ſingle; I wou'd n't marry with a diſhoneſt Man, if I 


knew it. 


Pulcan. Degenerate Afs! Had I been o“ your Opini- 
n, you had n't ſhone iT your Silks thus, an' had the 
Plenty an“ Attendance you have. An' wou'd ye have 
a Fellow that's bound Hand and Foot with Honour, and 


Honeſty, and ſuch like Nonſenſe? that cant ſtep out o- 
the common Way to ſupport ye, but muſt reduce ye 


in the Pleaſures 1 now afford ye. > 7 
Mrs Suſan. Honeſty, Sir, is contented with little. 
Vulcan. Honeſty's a Fool, an' ſo are you, an' don't 

Know what ye want. WEIR 


Mrs. Saſan. Then, Sir, I'm happy in my Innocence, 


an' ſhan'rregret the Loſs of any thing Ldon't know the 


Wanr of.. * ene, 
Vulcan. Egregious Fool! But hark ye: How came 
ye to think Truſiy honeſt ? becauſe he ſeeks to ruin your 


— 


Mrs. Suſan. No; pardon me, Sir: hut his Enemies 
will allow him to be incorruptibly honeſt; and ſhou'd' 
even my Father offend, he wou'd, Idare ſay, execute 
ths Duties of his Office, tho“ in regard to me it wou'd 
be with reluctance. e, 

Vulcan. Out, ye Gooſe; he wou'd needs have a pla- 


Zuey regard to you, that could on any Contideration- . 


ruin your Father. | 
 Mrs.Suſan, Iwo d n'twillingly believe my Father: 


cou'd offend; but yon know, Sir, he's ſworn to the 
Duties of his Poſt, | | 


PFulcan. Ha! ha! ha! ſworn, ve Maukin what the 
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: Fellow has taken a Cuſfom-bguſe Oath, . ha, 
ha, ha! An' has n't the Fool Senſe e to know 0 
what a Cuſtom-houſe Oathis yet? 

Mrs. Safan; Why 'tis an Oath, Sir; 255 as he has-a- 
ken it, he 4 bound to keep it, 

Vulcan. Aye: Then he'll ne'er be able to keep you, f 
I'm ſure, nor himſelf neither. No, no, he's bound 
to break it, or ſtarve. A Cuſtom-houle „Hach. Child, 
is Jike.a Nutſhel, no coming at che Kernel Without | 
breaking it. In ſhort, you've made the Fellow out ſuch 
arldeot, that it! uit n't ſome regard to your Welfare, i 
I'd 128 txwas fit ye ſhou'd go to ether. 
Suſan. Sir, from other Reaſons I ſhould ſay ſo, 
but pet never. indulge a Thought. of it without your 
"Conſent, 
-  Vittan, Forget it then, you'll: ne'er ha” my, best, : 
Tpromiſe you: A poor ſorry Dog! a Beggar la Wreich 
qt fuch natrom Principles, alk 5 is not in the Power of 
Fortuſie to make him. ten ». n Sack: has my 
Promiſe; ari' therefor, command ye to think of him 
for your Husband. 

Mrs. Suſan, (Kneeling.) Pray forgive me, Sir, "SP 
beg youll recal that harſh Command ;. Snack is of all 
Men my Averſion: Haye ſome regard, I beſeech yon, | 
to the Happineſs of a eee e d ſooner die than - 
difobbge . 

Vulcan. Yes, yes, you can' talk of Duty yeryAluently, | 
bur pray ſee and reduce it to practice, obey me in this, 
or look to't; Ell never giye You. 4 Gtoat, no, nor my 

Bleffing neither. O's 
Mrs. Sean. Then, Sir, only wave 18 . 
mand, art ſuffer me to live {i ugle.: I never marry 
any body e elſe, 
VPulcan. (Spurning her) Away, ye Fable and obey, or 
lock to't. Rs: her out.) 

Enter Bung. 2. 
Brother Bung, your, Seryant ; welcome, o my. new | 
"Houſe. *' 
| Buxg. Good morrow, Hrother eee r 

e; Chip has built * brave Seat here. W hat Room. 

* ale this? a Hal I”, ulcan. 


1 i - 1115 L 


fill 'em wi' Books like our Parſon's, Parſon Drol 


Thank'ee, Brother, L won't trouble ye, tis n't ſo di 
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Vulcan. Yes, ſo Chip tells me; Squire Freeman has 
ſuch a Hall. Here muſt be a long Table wi' Benches, 
and the Walls ſet out with Guns, Swords, Pikes, and 
Leather Buckets; and in there (pointing) is a Parlour, a: 


place to dine in, and drink, and ſmoke, and ſo forth. 
ZBung. It's too fine for that, Brother. 


Vulcan. Is it? Then it ſhall be for the Momen- folk; 
and that (pointing) is a Drawing - room, to retire to with 
— there muſt be a Cup- board and a Couch, Bro- 
ther. | . 

Bung. Ha, ha, ha! you're a Wag, Brother, I find. 
var Scene changes to a Study.) But what Room call ye- 
this? | 

Vulcan. O this is my Study, Chip has fill'd it full o“ 
Tacks you ſee, (pointing to the Shelves) and I N to 

8. 


Bung, Brother, I can read, ye know; I may be help-- 
ful to you in Choice of a Library. 0 | ; 
Vulcan. (Falls to meaſuring the Shelves with his Cane) 


ficult to know how to finiſn one's Study, _ 
Enter Conſcience. 2 | 
' Beeb. Servant, Mr. Conſcience; 2 — 
Conſcience. Gentlemen, your Servant: Much Joy t'pe;. 
Mr. Vulcan. 
Vulcan. Thank'ee, Lawyer: Have ye brought my 
Conveyance wi ye? 
Conſcience. Here's yours, Sir; Mr. Bung had his laſt 
Week; and Squire Crabb's is ready tor him. | 
Vulcan. (Taking it) That's well: Is it made ſure, Sir? 
Conſcience. Yes, Merchant, as ſure as Fate; an' har- 
der to be diſcover'd than a loſt Maidenhead. = 
Vulcan. Ha, ha, ha! Faith, Eawyer, that's not ea- 
fily found, I muſt tell ye. 
Conſcience. (Opening the Writing) It runs in Truſt to 
John o' Nokes,in Truſt to Tom o Stiles, an' ſo on to Simon 
Gates, to William Poſt, &c. to the contrary in any wiſe 
notwithſtanding, In ſhort, it's ſo truſted about, that 
the Devil, on Inquiry, wou'd ne'er ſuſpect the right. 
Owner to have any manner o' Claim tot. 5 
825 „ Pulcan. 


f 
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Vulcan. That's right, (taking and putting up the Vri- 
ting) Now ſhall I be Squire Vulcan o Berry- pound, in ſpite 
o" the Dey. £ 

Bung. Aye, Brother, we that get Eſtates contrary 
tothe Law, are beholden to our Lawyer for making. 
the Law a means to skreen us from the Clutches o' the 
Law. g 

Conſcience. Aye, my dear Clients, let me draw your 
Conveyances, an' I care not o' this ( ſnapping his Fin- 
gers) who makes the Laws, I'll {mel} a Penalty as faf as 
e'era Rook i' the Kingdom ſhall Gunpowder. 

Bung. I dare ſ. 70 you can, Lawyer; and this way o“ 
eoncealing our Eſtates is but neceſſary to us. 

Conſcience. Oh, abſolutely neceſſary to one's Birth- 


- 


right; a Man can't be ſaid to ha* Liberty an' Property 
without it: any Part of his Fortune liable to Penalties, 


will always lay a Reſtraint on his Actions. Who but a 
Madman will think himſelf at liberty to defraud, or de- 
throne auy King, unleſs his Property be ſecur'd ? But 
ſuch Concealments put ye on afoot with the Men o' 
Kent, where, if the Father's doom'd to the Bough, ſtill 
the Son inherits the Plough. N | 
Bung. True, Sir, there wou'd be no living for Smug- 
lers and Conſpfrators without it: Why Truſty t'other 
ay, a Son of a Dog ſeiz'd three thouſand Gallons o“ 


Brandy, tho” we had Permits to ſhow for em, under 
| 7 that Wormtub the Diſtiller run the Goods ſpeci- 


ned in them to a private Storehouſe in London, an' ſent 
only the Permits hither to cover the like Quantity we 
had run. | 

Vulcan. Aye faith, I know not how we ſhall come 
off there; I fear it is not in the Power of our Jury to-. 
faye us: How ſay ye, Lawyer? BR: 


Conſcience. Why, Sir,. ( ſcratching his Head): the Ju- 


ry will do their part; had yon any body to ſwear they 
brought the Goods, your own Servants will witneſs the 
receiving of em; ond then we might caſt the King. 
Vulcan. Let me ſee, 1 believe Farmer Bluet wou'd do 
fuch a Job:; he's i' the Houſe, I'll fend him t' ye, an” 
Rep an' Hearſaꝝ too. | Exit Vulcan. 


Con- 


„ „ Ws wa a 
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Conſcience. Bluet's a likely Man; but the Jury too muſt 
be made ſenſible o' their Intereſts in't. VE 


Bung. Let 'em, Mr. Conſcience, we leave em to you, 
make as good Terms as ye can, and we'll make good 


any thing you promiſe, 
Enter Bluet, Rap, and Hearſay. -* 
Bung. Hearſay, Have ye carried the Farmer the ha'f 


Anchor o: Brandy I order'd him? 


Hearſay. What ha'f Anchor, Zur? I ne'er heard on't 
ayore. m- — | 

Bung. (winking at Hearfay) No, ſure you did? I or- 
der'd you to carry him the ha'f Anchor that ſtands at 
the Stair-foot, 1 Fg ny 

Hearſay. Oh, now I remember; I'll carry't him. 


Bung. See ye do. What! I loye all my Friends ſhou'd 


Ihare i' my good Fortune. | | 
Bluet. Thank'e, Zur, I voinds yow dooa, . 
Conſcience. Why that's right, an' then they'll readily: 
ſerve you when you've occaſion, j 3 1 
Biuet. Eaze ſhoure I wiſh it lay i my Power to zarve 
the Merchant. 1 Cf „ L 2 
Conſcience. (aſide to Bluet) Why under the Rofe, Far- 
mer, itdoes; you might do the Merchant an' his Part- 
ners a great piece o' Service; but they're ſo plaguey mo- 
deſt they don't care to trouble their Friends. | 
Bluet. What is't, Maeſter Canſcience > Pl dooa't; 
Bluet will dooat. ITT OW. 
Conſcience. (aloud) Why they have a Tryal coming 
on this Morning about three thouſand Gallons o'Brandy 
ſeiz'd by Truſty ; he pretends they receiy'd only the Per- 
mits (they ſhow) from London without the Goods, with 
intent to cover the like Quantity they had run here: 
Now it's only to ſwear you brought thoſe very Goods 
from London; that's all, Farmer. N 
Bluet. Is that aall? I'll dooa't ; I'll ſwear I brought 


*em, What! we muſk one ſtond by another, there 
vill be nooa living elſe: I'll ſwear, SN 
Bung. That's kind, ( ſhaking Hands) I thank'ee, Far- 


mer; I'll do as much for thee. : 


Bluet. 


— 
— 
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Blues. Ldaen'cqyeſtion t, Zur; but ſomehody muſt: 
ſwear to the receiving em. 

Conſciance, Aye, aye, here's Rap an' Hearſay will do 
that for their Maſters, won't ye, Lads? 

Both. Eaze, eaze, with aal our Zan an' that be aal. 

Conſcience, Woll ſaid, I told yeſo, Merchant; theſe 
are none o your ſtraitlac 4 Fel 5 ( firoking that rSto- 
machs) Here are good: Open Cheſts for ye, ek far 


Conſcience to turn an wind, an' ſerve a Friend too on 


occaſion. 


Bung. There is ſo, Lawyer; I find you underſtandFolks. 


Conſcience. Aye, let me alone; I nel er choſe a Friend 
that hasn't a happy Make; for Conſcience as Well aß | 


Courage depends on. Conſtitution. 


Bung. I believe ſo, you'llallgetaway to the Tryal to 


make good your Engagements? 
All. > Welllall be ſhoure to be there. 


Conſcience. Fl go too an' call upon Firdiet the Fore- 


man o' the Jury. 

Bung. * ho has 4d ye the Trouble; . 
as good Terms as ye can, an' we'll perform em. Come 
PR dan, we” N leave em together. 

[LExeun. — OO Rap, and Hearſay. 
Eiter 

| Conſcience Ha! my old Friend, I was juſt coming 
to ſpeak wi' ye (Pating Hands,) 

Verdict. Mag 
zuppaules. 


Conſcience, Yes, indeed; e remember my Cli- 


ents, I hope. 

Verdiot. Nooa, Zur, it's is vain to preſs me varther, 
or ony o': Bretheren; we're aalzgoa zurfeitted wi Par- 
jury, we can 2 nooa moor on 't. it ſticks by the 
Way, Zur. 

Conſcience; Phoo, is that all? We'll waſh i it down; 
it ſhan't ſtick by the Way. 


Verdict. Nooa, Zur, we're aal {worn to dooa Juſtice 3 


an' Right ſhall. take plaece this toime, whatever come 
On 1 2 


Canſcaencs. Yes, an' ſit a- dry, I warrant; conſider, 


Friend, 


er Conſcience, upon the old Stoary, I. 


The Smugglers. 17 
Friend, what a dreadful thing it is to be choak'd with 


Thirſt. 3 73 

Verdict. Oh, a dreadful thing, be ſhoure, 

Co iſcience. Well, an' what's a little Perjury to a De- 
luge 7 Wine? We'll give you large Draughts, my 
F | 

Verdict. Eaze, eaze, you'll maak us aal drunk, an 
zooa laay our Conſciencees e while you carry an 
ünjuſt Caeſe: but what then? why the next Morni 
the Head aikes, the Conſcience pricks, an' all one has 
vor it is cold Waeter, an that chills the Blood, an' geeyes 


5 one a Zurfeit. | s 

c Conſtience. Well, but hear me: This is really a Cafe 

o' Conſcience; you ſhall each of you have aHogſhead o 
Wine ſent you home, to drink when ye pleaſe; ſo that 

tor an aking Head, I'll preſcribe yea Hair of the ſame 
Dog, and for a pricking Conſcience a third Bottle they 

. us d to be Specificks: We'll take care too that cold Wa- 


ter ſhan't hurt ye. oy > 
Verdict. Well, but ſtill my Conſcience zaays 1 ought 
to dooa Juſtice, ys 


ſhead o' Wine? a whole Hogſhead! Let me tell ye, Sir, 
i Hogſhead's enoughto drown a hundred Conſciences; 


me, Friend, that I forget your Importance all this time 
| 4s Foreman, you ſhall have a double Portion, a whole 
gu pipe o' Wine; ſo pray direct your Bretheren, tell em 
Con ſcience moves ye to it. | 
Verdick. Well, Zur, yow ha" a winning Waay wi 
ye, that I muſt vallow your Councel an' Pm, dam'd 

+ wi yor't, I'll gooa an' direct my Bretheren, Exc 
me I} Conſcience. Dear Friend, you'll oblige me. [ Exit 
JV erdict.] 3 gt „„ 


| Enter Bun and Vulcan. „ 
: Well, Clients, I've ſecur'd the Cauſe ; the, Foreman 
le? peaks for the Jury, and the Witneſſes I'm fure ate 
ane tanch, 5 Fe | "II 

wer. Both, We're glad of that, 


iend,. | | Bung. 


Conſcience. What ſtill 2 a'ter the Promiſe of a Hog- 


yours too ſhall be better inform'd : I find it notenligh- _ 
ten'd enough to diſcern your own Intereſt, But pardon 


— — — 


ſon; 
to have a Hogſhead o' Wine, an' the Foreman a Pipe. 
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Bung. But what are the Terms, Mr, Conſcience? 
N Lange m too high I faith, too high inall rea- 
ut rot me if | cou'd do it under: each Juryman's 


Both. Oh, rot' em, unconſcionable Toads! 

Vulcan. Aye, Brother, I knew the Time a Gallon 
wou'd ha done. Damn'd Spunges ! they'll drink up 
the Ocean ſoon. | 

Burg. Brother, we'll be up with them for't ; vrhen 
the Job's done, it can't be undone again. Mind that 


Mo I? | 
| Conſcience, What then, Merchant? | 
| Bung. Why then we'll not pay 'em; that's all, Sir. 
| Conſcience, Not pay em! Didn't I promiſe for ye? 
You may live to want em again too. | 
| Vulcan, No faith, e' er we'll want ſuch Raſcals again, 
we'll pay Cuſtom for the future. | 
Conſcience, But conſider, Gentlemen, 
Both. We do, an' find it can't be afforded. 
. - Conſcience. Phoo, pox, don't tell me ſo; I know 
what your Wine coſts ye; a meer Trifle. 1595 
Bung. A Trifle, Sir? It ſtands us in above ſixteen 
as a Hoglnead. | | 
Conſcience. 1 it does, is n't it worth your while 
to give two hundred Pounds, to ſave upwards of a thou- 
ſand ? But I know it does n't ſtand ye in above half the 


_ Money. | 


Vulcan. No! but I ſay it ſtands us in all the Money: 
Why there's eight Pounds a Hogſhead prime Coſt and 
four Pounds more the Officers, that's twelve Pounds; 
and one Pound Freight, and as much the Charge o' run- 
ning; there's fourteen Pounds, and Perjury I'm ſure 
never ſtood us in leſs than forty Shillings a Hogſheadin 
this World : ſo that I tell ye it ſtands us in above ſixteen | 
Pounds a Hogſhead; an' therefore we can't afford to 
ſtand to your Agreement. | 
_ Conſcience. No, but faith ye ſhall, Sirs; or I'll blow 
ye: Shall I loſe my Credit for ſuch Scoundrels, and have 
the Bribes I promiſe queſtion'd, in Subornation o' Per- 
| jury? 


7 
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jury? No, no, I'll not hazard the Loſs o' my Practice 
for none of ye, or have my Honour diſputed. 

Vulcan. Diſputed! no 3 a Point given up lon 
ago; ſhow me an honeſt Cauſe you was ever concern 
in, an' I'll give you my Ears. 

Conſcience. Ears, ye Brute! ye wou d ha' ſaid Horns. 
Durſt ye diſpoſe o' your Wite's Favours! I know ye, 
Sirrah, | | 

Vulcan. Cuckold, I know you too, an' for ſuch a 
Rogue, that it is n't in the Power o your Wife to ſend 
ye to Heaven, not that ſhe's wanting in her kind Endea- 
yours neither: Scoundrel, an' it was n't for the Law, 
I'd break every Bone i' your Hide. (ſpaking his Cane.) 

Conſcience. Dog, d'ye bully me ? I'll punch more 
Holes i your Skin than e'er you did in a Horſeſhoe (lay- 
#ng's Hand tos Sword.) 5 | 

Bung. Hold, I ſay, (running let wixt em) Will ye fall 


out, and let Truſty know o' the Goods we run, and the 


falſe Conveyances you make? Ha' done, I ſay, you 
that are brave enough to reflect on your Wives behind 
rheir Backs, or I'll ſend for em to part ye, with a Ven- 
geance. | . 
Conſcience, Wiyes, ſaid he, Did ye hear that, Mer- 
chant? | 5 
Vulcan. Ves faith, Brother Bung has reaſon too. 
Conſcience. Come, let's be Friends then? ( ſhaking 


Hands) we ſhall get nothing by falling out. 


Burg. Peace then, and the Conditions ſhall be thus; 
the ſury ſhall ha*theWine as ſoon as we have it for em; 
but for the preſent we have it not. | 

Conſcience, Nay, then you'll ſpoil all; we ſhall ha? 
the Foreman here ſoon to tell ye they ha' ſwallow'd the 
Bait, and went to drink after it. But who comes here? 

Vulcan. Oh, it is Snack and my Daughter Suſan ; let's 
retire, Friends, I wow'd n't interrupt em. 

Both. We'll follow ye. [Exeunt.] 

Enter Snack and Mrs, Suſan. 

Snack. Deſiſt! Mrs, Suſan. no, never: How is that 
conſiſtent with my Love? You wou'd n't ask ſuch un- 
reaſonable Terms o' my Rival; had he your Father's 


Conſent, 


* 


Tonſent, pray wherein are my Pretenſſions leſs than 
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his? | 
Mrs. Suſan. Leſs, Sir? No, believe me, they're 
much greater than Truſty's. You boaſt my Father's Pro- 
miſe, an'that's an Advantage he has no Hopes of. 

Snack. (aſide) Nor wou'd ſhe be worth any body's 
Having without her Father's Conſent. 

Mrs. Suſan. I have his Commands too to forgetTruſly, 
and think of you for my Husband, he'd be glad o ſuch 
Pretenſions. 3 | 
Snack. ( Aſide) She us'dto be obedient; there's Hopes, 
T find. (Aloud) The Commands of a Parent, Ma- 
dam, are ſacred, an' your Obedience was always uni- 
form: I hope you'll comply. ; 

Mrs. Suſan. If to be miſerable wou'd pleaſe an in- 
,cens'd Father, I wou'd chuſe any Condition of bein 
ſo alone, &re I'd diſhonour a State deſign'd for ſocial 
Happineſs, that will laſt, too, as long as one lives; but 


vou thall find I'll ſuffer any thing rather than comply. 


Snack, No, Madam? not with the Commands of a 
Father? | 1 3 
Mrs, Saſan. No, Sir; ſince they are unreaſonable, 
Tm not bound to obey : I ſhall purſue the Dictates of 
my own Reaſon, and leave the Iſſue to Providence, = 
Father may diſown me for a Child: He tells me he will 
too; but that does not territy me. . 
Snack. (Aſide) Ha ! has he told her fo? Then I'm 
eaſy, notwithſtanding all theſe fine Flouriſnes; ſhe'll 
comply, rather than be diſinherited. (Aloud) I wou'd 
wave, Madam, the Commands of your Father, an' 
ſtrive to merit your Affections. | 
Mrs. Suſan. W ou'd ye, Mr. Snack? That's generous; 
then only drop your Suit too, an' I ſhall always eſteem 
you my beft BenefaQor. Zh 
Snack, (Aſide) But ſoftly— I've got too faſt hold of 
her - quit it. ( Aloud) No, pardon me, Madam; I can't 
do that. | | ES 
Mrs. Suſan. Why not? I never can comply with it; 
and why will ye purſue me then with Miſery? Will ye 
9 W Eg provoke 
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' provoke my Father to turn me out o' Doors? Pray 
deſiſt. | 8 


Snack. Mine then ſhall receive you. (Aſide) Provided 
ſne brings his Bleſſing along with her. a 
Snack. No, tho hopeleſs, I'll ſtill purſue ye. (Aſide) 
Not that I ſhall deſpair neither. The old Fellow won't 
give her a Groat, nnleſs ſhe complies; and ſhe's not 
Fool enough to troop without her Fortune. : 
F ** Suſan (kneeling) On my Knees, Sir, I beg you'll 
eſiſt. 3 3 5 
Snack. An' on my Knees I beg too you'll not ask me. 
(Kneeling) Was you weary with ſtanding, Madam? | 
Mrs, Suſan. Monſter, d'ye ſport wi my Miſery? 1'd 


| ſooner marry a Mountain Tyger than you, [Exit.] 


Snack, ſolus. So wou'd n't I; thoſe Mountaneers 
have n't the Wealth my Miſtreſs will have.. Poor Girl! 


| the muſt comply, or be difinherited; an' as it is on my 


2ccount, perhaps the Father may fancy me, and make 


me his Heir, But I'll purſue, [Exit.] 


S.C:E N E. contuules... . .:.. 

( Zung and Conſcience.) Euter ro them Verdict. 
Conſcience, Well, my dear Friend, how goes it? 
Verdift, Aaal right, Zur, we've overdro'd the King. 
Buvg. That's well; a ſhort Tryal, Sir? 

Verdict. Eaze vaith, an' a clear Caſe too, a Stranger 
wou'd ha* thought; Bluet, Rap, an' Hearſay did Won- 
ders; they ſwear'd zooa hard, we d nothing to dooa but 


voind vor the Fendant. 


— 2 I ſaid they'd honour the Cauſe. They 
ſhou'd each be remember'd with a Piece or two, (To 
Bung.) ; | | 

Verdict. Aye ſhoure, they deſerve it. 


Burg. We that give are the beſt Judges of that; Mr. 


Conſcience is too free, I muſt tell him. | 
Verdict: Is he zoon? May be the Woine he promis'd 
the Jury too, was oO mich? 


Bung. Why no, not abſolutely ſo netther; butl'm ſorry 
to ſay they mult truſt a little tor'r : we have n't ſo much 


by us at preſent. | 
| RA Conſciexce. 


Mrs. Suſan. No, Sir, they never ſhall. Pray deſiſt. 


— 
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Conſrienee. No, but you'll be ſure- to have it, Mr, 
Ver ditt. = F 


Verdict. I don't believe it, Maeſter Conſcience ;they're 


never without zooa mich by em. l wiſh it was to dooa 
again; not that I matter it vor my own part; but it 
vexes me to think I ſhou'd perſuade my innocent Bre- 
theren to parjure themſelves vor em. They won't 
kear to truſt, I muſt tell ye. 

Bung. Good faith, but they muſt till we have it to give 
em: What! we can't make Wine for any body. 

Verdict. Steal it then, an' be damn'd ; ye maay as 
well ſteal the Woine as the Duty: I'm Voreman, and 
I'll ſpeak vor the Jury; let us ha“ the Woine, or look to't, 
Shall we be cram'd with yalſe Oaths, an' want W oine 
to waſh em down? Nooa, nooa, you maay vall into 
our Hands ag'en ; an' rot ye an' ever ye dooa, we'll 
gripe you vor't.. 

Burg. Do, do your worſt, Puppy; we'll pay Cuſtom 
for the future, an' it be but to have no more occaſion 
tor ye. | a 

rd You paay Cuſtom ! That will be a voin Joak 
indeed; nooa, nooa, you're zich Raugues, that if you 
cou'd zave Money by paaying Cuſtom, youcou'd n't 


help running yower Goods. But we ſhall live to mind 
ye vor't. 5 


DLExit Verdict. 
Conſcience. So, ſo, you've made a ſweet Buſineſs o 


this: Who the plague think 78 will drudge on i' your 


dirty Work, without a Reward ? But you're ſuch Ideots, 


tho? the Wealth ye have rack'd together depends on the 


ood Will o' your Friends to ſecure it t' ye, yet you're 


for inſulting all Mankind, I ſee, ® 


Bung. No, Lawyer, not ſo neither; but ſo much 


Wine's the Devil, *tis too much of all Conſcience, Sir, 


Conſcience. Your's that give may be truly ſcrupulous; 


© but the Receiver's you'll find will readily conform to it. 
In ſhort, every Man expects to enjoy the Temptation 
that ſeduc'd him: it is n't enough to hear o Wine, but 

to drink it. No Man goes willingly to the Devil, with- 
out Hire: You're wrong, I muſt tell ye. 


Bung. It may be ſo, Lawyer. 


Con ſcienct. 
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on ſcienct. 


few are able to purchaſe it. 


the Houſe; an to bring it in, wou'd ruin my Practice. 
Then hey? paſs, an' be gone, thou Bane o' Bufineſs, 


ſtrangely impoveriſn Mankind. Now am I going te 
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Lon ſcience. Nay, it is ſo; there's more Miſchief brew. 
ing too; an at ſuch a time to diſguſt your Friends! 
Bung. Come, dear Lawyer, forgive me (ſhaking 
Hands.) an' 1 make it up with the Jury. Here's 
ſomewhat to do it withal, ( giving Money.) and the 
Wine ſhall be ſent to-morrow morning without fail. 
| Conſcience. Well, this is ſomewhat; all maychan& 
to be mended yet, Won't you be with us? 
| Bung. No, Sir, I dine with Brother Vulcan. 
Conſcience. Nor i the Evening? They'll fit the Money 
out. | 
Bung. I'm to meet the Mary at Brown-down this E. 
yening; beſides, you'll doꝰ't better without nme. 
Confcience, Nay, ne'er fear but I'll do it: Ik now my 


en. | 
Furies of old might liſten to the Laws, 
Coopt up like Capons, brooding o'er a Cauſe ; 
Be doom'd to faſt, till they determin d right, 
Tho'Groats were all th* Advantage they had by't : 
Now, grown more wiſe, their own Importance ſee, 
| And for the Side that pays em beſt, agree, 
Good Wine, good Eating, Money to in Hand, 
Are Bribes a modern Jury will command. 


[Exeunt; 


— jy" EE 8 
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Aru. eil 

VOunſcience ſolus. | 
TELL, Honeſty! whatartthqy? a Jewel, they 

W ſay, o' great Price; the by. {hy ——_ 


But why a Jewel! becauſe 
ornamental only, neither affording Warmth or Nou- 


riſnment to the Body; a meer Sign, I find: Gad, ll 
hang it up at my Door; but then People will miſtake 


Faith, I think it's happy that Honeſty isn't reduc'd te 
Practice at this Time; for ſuch an Innovation wou'd 


S 2 wheedle 
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wheedle an' corrupt a Jury, forthe beſt Reaſon the 
Vorld too, becauſe I get by't. So that, 1 7 of Ho- 
geſty as they will, its reverſe will be found the means 
o* moſt People's Subſiſtence. (Knocłs.. )) 


"The SCENE opens and diſcovers the Jury ſtanding 
FL; and ſmoaking. . | 


Gentlemen, your Servant; what all ſtanding ? 
All. Yower Zarvant, Maeſter Conſcience. | 
_ Conſcience. Come, {it down, we'll drink-together ; 
you ha' Pipes an' Tobacco, I ſee. (Rings. 
Verdict. Eaze, Zur, we maade bold to ſmoał a dry 
Pipe; vor we cou'dn't tell whicher we might drink or 
nooa. „ ads EIN. 
Enter Drawer. 
Drawer. Did ye Caal ? ROB” eee 
Conſcience. Aye, if ye can tell Noſes, bring every 
Man his Bottle o' Claret in a Minute; and d'ye hear, 
bring me ha'f a Pint o' Sack and a Toaſt. [Exit 
ST} — | jay 
Verdict. Good Maſter Conſcience, why a dizzen Bot- 
tle at a toime? it looks too kind vor Vo łs that ha' been 
_ - Conſcience, Oh, every Man his Bottle, an' every 
Man his Bird too before we part. What! I'll have all 
my Friends employ'd, I warrant. (The Drawer baul:s 
without, Twelve Boitle 6' French Claret for the Jury. 
Score at the Bar.) A good Hearing that, let me tell ye. 
All. Eaze vai, it Zounds well, 0 
. | Enter Drawer. | EI, 
Conſcience. Set down the Wine, an' leave us, Draw- 
er, [Exit Drawer. ] Come, Gentlemen, drink about, 
(they drink.) the Wine's good, I hope, NY 
Verdibt. Eaze, Zur, they never give the Jury bad: ; 
But pray, Maeſter Conſcience, what maade the Mer- 
chant vly out zooai' now? We ha' done em good Zar- ö 


Cionſcience. So I think; nay, and ſo does he too, I 
| muſt tell ye: but other Matters run croſs, which 


1 fower'd litma little. | | 
} Perdict. 


bk li 


wy 


pardict. But what then? to bid the Jury truſt! a thing 
never hir'd of! Truſt is always out o' the Cale wizich 
as zel themſelves to the Devil, vor as we're aall mortal, 


z00a a Man may chance to vaall empty-handed; an 


he's a Vool that pops off unpaay'd, 4 
Conſcience. Faith, I think ſo; I always chuſe to pay 
upon the Nail; but you'll be ſureo' the Wine ro-mor- 
row Morning, I'll ſee it ſent ye; an' in the mean time 
ye ſhan't want, Tpromiſe ye. „ 
All. That's main 4 | 5 A 
Verdict. Naay, Bretheren, I'll taak the Laayer's 
Word vor't; he ne'er bau'ks his Vriends of their Bribes, 
I'll, zaaythat for vor'n.. - 450 nating 
All, Come, the Laayer's Health, (zhey drink.) with- 
UPHSIBLIIT.;: ogy ee SE, Ea 
Conſcience, I thank'ee, Friends; I' drink your 
Healths. (Arinks.) Come, we're old Friends, an 


erefare let me intreat ye, Gentlemen, not to take it 
ill the Wine isn't ſent you, for they have it not by em ö : 
| Man! 


and that it was put Mr, Eung out o Temper, goo 
he's the moſt uneaſy Wretch living, when he hasn't the 


means o“ requiting his Friends; that was all, Gentler 


Verdict. Naay, Bretheren, like enough; I thought 


etwas ſomewhat moor than ordinary, vex'n, an 
maade'n vly out zooa. 


Conſcience. That was the Thing, Gentlemen 3 he 


begs your Pardon, and goes to Brown-down this Even- 
ing on purpoſe to import the Wine, that he may keep 


his Word wi ye to-morrow morning. 
All, That's hugeous well. | 


Verdict. Aye, Bretheren, he's honeſt i' the main. 


Conſcience, Oh, to a Fault, Gentlemen; tis eyen. 
troubleſome to him: Now do I know he'll ha' no reſt, 
till he has done this thing; an' rather than be later than 


155 time, I queſtion whether he may ſtay to pay Cue 
om: But no matter, ye know, amongſt Friends. 


All. Nooa, nooa, the Woine's ne'er the worſe, : 
_ . ' Ganſcience. True; but then, ye know, as ſome Ha- 


ard. may be run on your Accauut, it will be but juſt in 
b Fe. but j 


— 
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caſe any Misfortune attend him in't to Rand by him an* 
i comes before ye. 5 
verdict. Eaze ſhoure, we ſhall ne'er yoind vor the 
King that wou'd undoe us aal at wonce. Who'll ven- 
ture to ſmuggle, except the Juries will ſtond by em. 
Conſcience. You're right, Mr. Verditt.. (Rings.) 
Enter Drawer. 
Drawer. Did you caal? | | 
' Conſcience. More Wine here, FExit Drawer.| Gen- 
temen, I'm glad to find ye underſtand Matters ſo well; 
our Buſi neſs will always be to find for the Defendant: 
or, let who will be King, we're always ſure to be Sub. 
jets; and therefore ws, Anat" in Honour to ſtand one 
by another. ata 5 . 
Verdict. It's dooaing as wone wou'd be done by; ar” 
that they us'd to caal honeſt. EE 
Conſcience. Oh, ſtrictly honeſt ; it's the Golden Rule, 
Fm ſure. (The Drawer bauls wit hous.— Twelve Bottles 


0 Claret more vor the Fury. Score at the Bar there.) 


Verdift., Hire! there's'Muſick vor ye, I aalways 
thought the Draawers maade the ſweeteſt Mellody ; an 
it was n't vor that plaguey Tang at the laſt— Score at the 
Bar, I cou'd zit all Day to hire m; but that zZounds 
plaguey barſh. es 5 


_—— Conſcience. Well, Sir, but here's ſomewhat to ſoften 


it, ( flinging down Money.) There's ten Pieces for ye; ſo. 
fit ye merry, an' let me find ye together, in caſe I want 
ye. | 
Verdict. Eaze, ne*er vearbutwe'll ſtaay by't; we're 
all good Men an' true. Exit Conſcience, 
CE Enter Drawer with Wine. N 
Gentlemen, ſhan't we ha zomwhat to eat? . 
All. Nooa, not out o'theeſe Money; we'll ha“ 't aal 
in Woine. | CATED I | 
Drawer. Gentlemen, there's Bacon an' Caele an' a 
Diſh o Vouls order d vor ye; the Cloth is laay d too in 
che Doining- room, an' pleaſe ye to walk in. 
All, D'ye hear? This is ſomewhat like naaxx. 
Verdict. Eaze vaith the Drawer ſpeaks like an Angel; 


de ſpeaks for the Jury: vaith he ſhall be Voreman. 
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March on, my Boy, wi” the Moine, we'll vallow 
thee. ¶ Exeunt. 53 


SCE NE changes to Vulcans Houſe. 


Enter Truſty and Mrs. Suſan. 
Truſty. Come, lovely Charmer, diſmiſs thoſe Fears, 
my Mind perſuades me, we ſhall ſti} be happy. 

Mrs. Suſan. I caw't ſee how, Sir, my Father's ſo in- 
flexible, an' your Diligence in your Office makes you 
every Day more obnoxious to him. . 
Truſty. I muſt do my Duty, Madam, or be unwor- 


thy of you, let who will be the Offender; an' for the 


reſt, I truſt Providence. However, Lady, in the 
mean Time ſooth my Paſſion with a Promife of Mar- 
riage. | N | 

Nrs. Suſan, Don't ask a Promiſe, Sir ; which (with- 
out my Father's Conſent) I can't perform; I'll never 
marry any body elſe: Is n't that ſufficient:? : 

Truſty. Sufficient! yes, to bleſs the happieſt Man; 
Such Worth, ſuch Beauty is not given in vain; and as 
my — Fair- one will not be another's, ſo Love and 
Fortune both inſure ye mine. Come to my Arms, my 
Heart! and let us ſeal a mutual Contract, (kiſing.) nor 
}, my Leve, will never marry but with thee, (Eiſſing 
again.) | 


Enter Vulcan and Bung. | 
Vulcan. Ah! pox bliſter your Chops for ye; what 
kiſſing an' be damn'd? I warrant, Strum, that Fellow 
has a {weeter Breath than Snack: How ſay ye? 
Mrs. Suſan. Sir, I diſowu the Name. 8 
Vulcan. Why how now, Mallepert? did rt ye hang 
about the Scoundrel? I ſaw ye. PE? 0 
Truſty. Sir, keep better Words i' your Mouth; 1 
ſhou'd n't take that Name from any Body but this La- 
dy's Father: I've not deſery'd it from you neither. 
Vulcan. So, ſo, I'm finely brought o' Bed here; my 
Lady Daughter diſowns her Name then, an' for her 
foke only tis her Bullydoes n't beat her Father, I'll be 
even wi” ye for't. | E 
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Bung. (aſide to Vulcan. ) Brother, be adyis'd ;. I'd give, 
Truſty Hopes: You may bring him over by' t. He: 
loves your Daughter. 

Vulcan, (aſide.) But Snack has my Promiſe, 

Bung. Phoo, he's ours a'ready ; he'll not fly off. 

yulcan. Well, Truſty, Brother Bung has been. a Ad- 
vocate for ye; what wou'd you do, whos my Conſent 
to — my Daughter ? A 

uſty. Name any thing, Sir, conſiſtent with Hos 
ne an' I'll do't. 

by, a ( ſhaking his Head.) Honeſty, This Fellow 
will be a Fool ſtill, I find. (4loud.) Why come into a; 
Contract with us Traders, fleep well o' Nights, ſit till. 
o' Days, hear nothing to our Diſadvantage, nor ſee 
any thing we do; an' we'll give you a certain Rate per 
Cent. — You underſtand me 3 

Truſty. Yes, Sit, too well; but hope thoſe are nt 
your only Terms. 

Vulcan, Ves they are, Sir; what Fault pray can you; 
find wi' thoſe Terms: They il raiſe your Fortune; 
you'll get Money enough by m. I 

Truſty. At the Expence 0' my Virtue, I find; no, 
Sir, I reje&t your Terms. 5 

Vulcan, Then, Sir, be pleas'd to take Notice, L re- 

ject you; an' the next time I ſee ye with my — 
| Jl uſe you like a Scoundrel, 

Truſty. You muſt ha” good Help then; but I'll not 
ſtay 47 exaſperate ye. Mrs. Saſan, farewel. [Exit 
Tru i 

1 For ever, ye Dog! for ever! Huſley, get; 
you gone, an ' ſtudy to obey me, or turn out o Doors. 
No Reply :-I can't ſtay to hear ye. ¶ Exeunt. 


The SCENE continues.. 
A: ſhrieking is heard behind the Scenes, and the Noiſe of 


Chairs overturn'd. 
Enter Oats CG and Ambler following and 
eating him, A 
Ambler, Le adious Devil! dye caal this Zinging to 
taviſh me? | 


The Sener = if 


Oats. Huſh g. dear Ambler be uiet; mi moſt 
Dangernow, e Pr 


Ambler. Poiſon Tooad! to wheydle's me into your 8 


Canting- houſe to learn a Zong, and 


you've done? 


Outs. Nothing new t' ye; my Maſter does the fame 


thing every day. 


4 Oats. What? prethee be quiet; " what have I done | 
rCyor _ | 
" Ambler. What! Impudetice !  daen'tyow knaw what 


Ambler, Well, an he dooa, . he has wy Conſent, | 


| I'm ſhoufe. | 
Oars,, Well, Child, now only ſu REY you'd con- 
eon me, 2 5 
\ Ambler.” Is there nooa difference then betwixt yower 


thei tell me the Difference; 


Maſter an' vw. 1 thought 1 Pd been Meat vor yower | 


Maſter. 


"Oats, Yes, an' for me too, I muſt tell ye; my Ma- 
ſter's a good Provider, an“ e expects we. ſhou'd all fare as 


like. 


Ambler, (walking angrily) To put one to the Squeak.. 
ZOOA, 
| Oaxs. following) Only to try your Voice, rom O- 


pen your Pipes: a little; you ſung too low before. a 
Ener Vulcan. 


teen Hey! what's to be done here, you ory'd-out;: 


? (to Ambler, + x " 
Rn Did you iure ine den Zur? 
Vulcan. Hear yer 1 d beendeaf elſe. 


Ambler. Why Outs, an odious Curr, zet the Tune 


zooa high, I was vorc't to ſqualFout to reach it; that 
was aal, Zur. 

yulcan. Was that all? 1 thought he'd be rude- 8 ye. 

Ambler. Nooa, hang him, 1e only put me to the 
Squeak, as I zaayd. 

yulcan. Ons, you mou: d p itch it lower; you know 
her Compaſs well enough: but*tis like your fooling, to 
skxrew up her Pipes thus, and alarm the whole Houfe. 

Oats, Sir, 'was her own fault; I didn't want her 0 
wall out; ſhe knows I pitch ir low enough, 

| Þ 5 4 
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Ambler. Rye zooa he did, Zur; 1 need nt ha N i 


2 : Mas m 2 indeed. 
Vulcan. Can ye ſing t Ts Pegg? mY 
Ambler. Eaze, all, ; 
Vulcan, An' the herd too? 2. 


. Oats. Oh, Sir, perfectly; ſhe Keeps. time to a mira- 


dle. 
Yalcas, Come into the ParJour then, and ſing it us. 


Exeunt· 


scx NE, 3 8 vs Houſe. 


Diſcovers the Smougglers \&c. dancing to · a Pipe and Tabor; 
the Tune, Gillion o Croydon : at the end which * | 


. kiſs round, and then ſit down. 
Enter to them Vulcan and Ambler: 


Vulcan. So, you ve done dancing, I ſee : : Here's Pege- - 
will ſing us the Song that Oazs learnt her; tis a. Touch. . 


@ the Times, I can tell ye. 
All. Let's have it then... 
Ambler. ( ſings) . 1. ; 


The World's alla Cheat, and Buſi neſs Deceit, 

And Money now governs the Prince and the Slave; 
Without it who's wiſe, . without it who's. great? 

The Man that wants Money's'a Fool and a Knave... 
In Wealth lies our Morth, no matter for Births 
All the Virtue, or Breeding, or Senſe upon Earth, 
Our Wealth makes us great, all Trade is Deceit,. 
And all, except Fools, have a hand i the Cheat. 

FL. 


What p. wu d read, or Barriſter lead. 

Or Doctor praſoumd e er avrite Recipe, 

Had not the good Sci ces wiſely agreed, 

Their Meaning was. Money, their Learning: Was Fee: 
The P.. i unpaid,: wow d leave.off the Trade. 
The Lawyer a Cauſe, as its Truth, wou d evade; 
The College a Member that viſits unfeed, 

Mond Bedlam e him to clear up his Head... 


The- 
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poſers. 
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1 I 
The Men that are juſt, the Girls that are trua, 
The Moves that are chaſte, when depriv'd o their Due, 
Are Creatures, Town, I never was ſhown, . © js 
And ſhoudbe {or ris'd ts ſee Objects ſo ne; 
Who'd ſooner be chaſte than kindly embract, | 
Muft eit her want Vigor or Paſſion to taſte : 


And who wou d be juſt, when-mourn it they muſt ) 3 


The World keeps em poor, and the Poor have no Truſt. 


All. Thank'ee, Pegg; a Touch o' the Times truly. 
Vulcan, Come, Brother Bang, Peggy's Health t' ye. 
(drinks) Pray drink about, the Wine's good. 
Zung. Aye, Brother, an' ſo is the Brandy; there's 
no Adultery i the Liquor, whatever was committed on 
the Cask. | i 3 
Vulcan. Ha, ha, ha ! for the Cask let the Women a- 


lone, they'll ſee the Duty paid there; but the Liquor's 
as goo ] as ever was run. , l 


Bung. True, no Liquor's perfectly neat chat is IY 


run; the Duty makes it drink maukiſh, 


Vulcan. Maukiſh! aye faith; I'd as ſoon kiſs a Mouth 
— o' rotten Teeth as drink any Liquor that pays Cu- 
2 Enter Oats with a Letter. 
What's the News wi' you, Oats? | 
Outs. Sir, I've juſt receiy'd this Letter from your Cor 
reſpondent at Dartmouth, Merchant Bloodſhed. _ 
e ti (Mrs Suſan appears liſtening.) : 
Vulcan. What are the Contents? | = 
Cats. It brings Advice, Sir, that the Traders in that 


„ 


Port have lately kill'd four Cuſtom-houſe Officers. 


All. Hurray ! that's well: But how was't? 
Mrs. Suſan. (aſide) Oh horrid! 5 
Oats. They were fool-hardy, it ſeems, an' interrup- 
tod em in landing : 0 x4 
All. Were they. ſo 1 audacious Villains! they're 
ſerv'd right. G 3 3 
Oats. It gives Advice too of a general Reſolution ta- 
ken by all che. Smugglers in Bitain to murther all Op- 


7 


Au. 
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All. That's highly neceſſary. 
Oats, It exhorts you, it any are bold enough to mo- 
leſt 72 on this Coaſt, to follow ſo laudable 6 : 
Ape ſure, we l not be wanting. 
uſan, (aſide) Hideous Monſters! 
| This is good Advice; tis like my Friend 
Bloodſh 2 Here's one Son of a Dog ſhou'd be ſery'd. 
ſo. 7 way ee, Brother? 
ae Aye, Truſty you mean; this wou d be a fine. 
coat for Buſineſs an' that Dog was diſpatch'd. But 
who'll do ſuch a Job. for us? 
Rap. Come, Maeſters, II kill him; I'll take kear 
10 do that vor ye. 

yulcan. Wou'tthee; Rap! Here' 'sEarneſt for. thee, 
(giving him Money) when the Trick's done, expet̃t 
more. Drink Rap's Health, Brother; an honeſt Fel- 
low, faith. ' 


neſt Rap, an good Succeſs to thee. (drinks.) 


Rap. Thank ee, Maeſter ; I 
Truſty's Blood. 


Buſs me, Pegg. (kiſſes her.) 


ing Pig: Where d' ye ang out to- night? 
Vulcan. Where! ot 


where d' ye think? She has a brave Hery Face. 


virey enow, let me tell ye. 

Mrs. Vulcan. Why ſure, Brazen; there's ſome deffe, 
rence betwixt Wife an Wench. 
_ Blouſe. Acks yower Husband that; he has try'd it. 


there no defference 2 - 
Vulcan, 


Bung. Yesfaith, ſol find. Here's thy Health, ho- 


Mrs. Suſan. (afrde) 11 e N Villain! | 
e * twas in 


Vulcan. That's good, honeſt” Rap Here's Metal“ 
for ye. (clapping his Back) Now my Heart's at Eaſe. 


Mrs. Suſan. (aſide) Oh, Heaven! what a Father have 
I} but I'll prevent the Murther. | Exit. 
Bung. Faith an' fo's mine; Pll pledge ye here, Bro- 
ther, (k;ſing Blouſe) Beſs, you kiſs as ſweet as a ſuck-. 
mm at the Sign o' the Red Roſe; 


Blouſe. Well, Merchant, .yow need n't-tax%; vor 
yower Woife an Wench be nt var behoind, thay. look: 


Mrs. Vulcan. D' ye hear, Vulcan? What ſay you? Ts 


Woife an' vex'n as yo dooa, 


love him better than I do? io ſpoil. yo Loye-F 


Damnation, beſure. Who the plague in his ſeven 
ple to their Senſes. - 


| defference, that as other Conjuring has a Circle to keep: 


mind to be one Ple 


The Smugglerr: * 
Vulcan, V es faith, above twenty Yeans, think. þ 
Mrs. Vulcan. What then, you Villain! Em your Wife; | 
Iceach you thedefference,” i 
Vulcan, Faith you have, Wife! Aye, that's the deffe- il 
rence; that thing call'd. Wife ſpoils all: I. lo) 4 vou 3 
dearly before you was my Wife; you, was a luſcious 
Wench then, ani a luſcious Wench is as ſweet as adac 
poſſet; but, the Marriage: Grace ſaid, is like ſtirring it 
with a Farding Candle, turns one's Stomagk, . 
All. Ha, . ha, ha! 1 
Mrs. Vulcan. (to Ambler) Eil ſpeil your Sport; Strum- 
pet; I'll. nom yon 'the defference however; I'll.claw 
your brazen Face for ye, (heats her an pulls off her Cap.) 
Ambler. (pulls off Mrs. Vulcan“: Cap, Vulcan gars 
m) The Merchant told ye the defference, Tthou't; an 
Id rather be his Wench only an Ioye him, than be his 


Mrs. Vulcan. Oh ye Impudence? dogg pretend to: 


it, , 
warrant. (beats her again, Vulcan holds her Hands, and 
Aunbler beats her) Oh, you Deyil! do you help her tog 1. 
(breaking from em) I'll be reveng'd, ye Rogue, I. will, 
1% Exit Mrs. Vulcan, Oats follows... 
Vulcan, Follow her, Oats, an' bring her into Tem- 
per, if poſſible; tis a curſed Shrew. f 1 
All. Les, yes, Oats knows ho to pacify her. 
Vulcan. I hope ſo; ſhe's a Devil: Well, Marriage is 


Senſes wou'd eber be married? 3 
Bung. No body ; Marriage is deſign'd to bring Peo- - 

Vulcan. Aye pox, an' to put em out o' their Senſes: 

too: In ſhort; it's all Church-Conjuration, with this 


the Devil out; ſo this has a Ring to hoop him in. 
Bung. Come, Brother, don't rail thus at Marriage; 
I'm a married Man my ſelf, thee know'ſt; an' ſhou'd 
y old Woman pop © ,may be Beſ an' I ſhou'd have a 
Vulcan. Aye pox, an' the Way to be ſo, is to be mar- 
Lo | ried , 
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Fleſhan”'my own, _ | 
Bung. Nor I neitlrer wi'my Wife, tho' I can here. 
(taking Blouſe by the Hand) Marriage, in ſhort, like Mit- 
tins, is a ſtrange Impedimenttoone's feeling. * 
Vulcan. I have my feeling here, Brother; come, 
Peg, I'll give thee a Plaiſter however, (giving Money) an 
at Night I'll come an' lay it on too. WS 
Ambler. Thank'ee, Zur; yow knaws how to maake- 
me amends as well as Oats dooas yower Woife; vor I 
zuzpett thay have a vellow-feeling too. 5 
Vulcan. No, hang her, I don't think ſo neither. 
. Enter Truſky. FEI 
| 71 the News wi' you? I thought I'd forbid you my 
. | | 
Truffy. Yes, Sir; but J have an Order from the Board 
to make you another Viſit; the Commiſſioners are in- 
form'd that yu receive Feints only with your Permits, 
which you deſtroy when arriv'd, an' cover with thoſe” 
Permits the Brandy's yourun. Ie reaſon to ſuſpect - 
thoſe Farmer Henchman brought laſt, an' am come to 
taſte em. rt © HE . 
Vulcan. You're damn'd ſufpicious, Sir; but come 
and taſte em. FF 


ried ; for I feel no defference now betwixt my Wite's 


% 


SCENE, a Storehouſe: . 


Diſcovers Oits raking Mrs. Vulcan off a Cask. 
Mrs. Vulcan. A curſed Dog, to help his Wench to- 
beat me; but I'll mind him for't. 92 
Oats. (kiſſing her) Come, be eaſy, Madam, you've 
had your Revenge. „ | 
Mrs. Vulcan. Revenge, a Dog ! not ha'f' enough. 
(kiſſing) Revenge is ſweet, thee know'ſt, (kiſſing again) 
anꝭ he is ſuch a Rogue, I ſhall ne'er think I'm reveng'd ' 
ha'f enough. (kiſſing again.) | i 
Qats. So, I'm like to have a fine Task on't here, 
(aſide.) x (a knocking at the Door.) 
D'ye hear: We're all took; what ſhall we do * x 


The Smugglers. — 
Mrs. Vulcan. Who is't, I wonder ? Rat em for coming 
A ſuch æ time, When - * 
- - (knocking-louder Vulcan calls without. Open the 
Door there.) | e 
| , Zounds, tis the Cuckold himſelf; what ſhall 
we do?: 1 "Xs 
Mrs. Vulcan. Hang the Brute for coming ſs unluckily, 
to hinder my fullReyenge ; but I ſhall find a Time fort, 
hed... -: e e . 
Oats.. Lord, Madam; don't ta'k o' more Revenge; 
hoy ſhallwe hide what has been done a'ready ? To fin 
us lockt up together thus!” oh 
Mrs. Vulcan. (looking about ſees a Pipe lying with one of 
its Heads out) Here, Oats, I'll creep into this Cask, and 
do you turn the Head up againſt the Wall, an'we ſhall 
do well enough. | (knocking again.) 
-4 Oats. Do ſo. (ſhe creeps in, and he turns the Head to 
the Wall) So now I ha' barrell'd up my Spirit o: Re- 
yenge, I'll let 'em in. „ 9 the Door. - 
| Enter Vulcan, Bung, and Truſty, ' | 
Vulcan. Why ho'now ! why was the DVor lockt? I1˙ 
thought we muſt nit ha come in at all. 1 
Oats. ( ſcratching his Head and yawning) Sir, I was. 
fet down to ſleep a little; I'did n'thearat firſt knocking. 
Vulcan. No, I'll be ſworn. . Where's my Wife? LU 
thought ſhe had been here. 1 
Oats. No, Sir, ſhe's up Stairs, I believe. 
Fulcan. Have ye brought her into Temper yet? 
Oats. No faith, Sir, deſpair on't; ſhe was piping 
hot when I. parted. from her, ſhe talks a' nothing hut 
Revenge : all I cou'd do would n't ſatisfy her. 
Fulcan. No! but tis an unreaſonable Jade: But pray, 
Truſty, be you ſatisfied, we ha' no Feints, ILaſſure you. 
Truſty. ( unding the Cass) Are they all full > | 
. Oats. All, Sir, but that one (pointing to the Cast Mrs.“ 
Vulcan's in.) OE IO 


o 
4 9 


Trufty. ( ſounding it) Why this ſounds as if it was nt? 


« 


* 


empty. 8 4 * , , 
© Oats. Take my Wordfor'tthat's'empty;.. - | 
Truſty.. I ſhan'ttake any Man's Word, when I can 


34 — 


os I'm ſure this is an e II take the 


make the Pryal. (caling out his Rule, and paige 
ryln 


15 Mk If he meals to take em all, he ſhow 
t a longer Inſtrument with him. 

2. e his Rule againſt Mrs. Vulcan), Hey! 
= = we here :. Dry Goods o my Conſcience — 
Fdoubt, r Vultap, you have ſome Tea here, or” 
IE —ſome Flanders Lace, Of = 

ran... No, Sir, I uten, denꝝ it; chere 5 oaths 
tics belon Pp ing to me. Im ſure. | 
1 hs ide) 1 wiſh there fen, „ 4 Im fare; 5 be 


chan te by, Ap bye. 
W i o lends mea Hand? mg e Cask 


nd, that 1 may take out the He they ſet the 
uy Ah, Truſty with a -Cooper's 2 C19 takes ouf 


2785510 4nd looks in) So, here's Linens Fm ne * 


what elſe I Eno Myr | 
Pelcan. No, nor neither; tis none o- min 


Truſty. Then 'tis his Majeſty' 8, and for his, Uſe 1 ſelze 


it (putting. the, broad ros on * the Cask Wi. 1 halt; | 


Fill rummaging.) 


Oey: (xg Truſty) I wiſh.'twas ſafe at the Catdm-- 
| houſe. Warehouſe; tis: ſmuggled Goods, m, ſures. 


Ge.) 


Falcan, Aye, an tondemn'd i i the Exchequer,too, ſo t 
had n't been found herg——Tr eble Value, (Jeaking, Dis - 


Head,),. 
On In Doctor: Commons, (aſide.) 
Enter Hearlay, 


Bung. (aſi 12 to Hearſay) Where's the Box 0 n 
ders Lace that was imported laſt Night? not i the Cask 


there, is it! bo inting to Truſty.) 


Hearſay. Nooa, Zur, it's at the varther. end chere, 8 


(painting) under the Straw, . 


Bung, Take it up lily, an' get off wi't. It pretend. | 
to be angry wie ye; be ſure to xun. (Hear; ay goes 2/4 i 


zakes a Bax under his Coat) Sirrah, Hearſay,. ( ud) haye 


you run any Ri ee to u ah.-fut em. i the | 
Cask there? 15 


Hearſay, 


21 a 


irſay. Noa, Zur, I ſcorn your Words; I'm as ho- 
geſt as you are. a „ 
Bung. Dog, d'ye anſwer me ſo? I'I break your 
Bones. (running after Hearſay, who runs off.) 
2 (farting back) Mercy ons: Here's ſomething 
we. | | 5 „„ ein 
All. Alive, ſay ee? „„ 
Vulcan. (peeping in) Ob, Hell and Furies! my Devil 
of a Wife! the Toad you left up Stairs, ye Dog, (#9 
Oats) I'll butcher the Strumpet, I will ſo. (umbling 
doꝛun the Cast, and pulling her out) You ha' been re- 
veng'd, ye Whore, I find, (beating her) an' ſo will Itog- 
in my Turn. (Oats holding him, he falls upon Oats.) 
Bung. (parting. em) Come, Brother, don't expoſe 
yourſelt for ſuch a Whore, (aſide) let Oats alone too, he 
may. ruin ug elſe. apc 
Vulcan. Dam him, Brother; wou'd 


4 nt it make an 
Man harn-mad, to find a Slave ſo free with one's Wite,. 
to barrel her up, an peg her when he thinks fitting? 

Burg. Why tis a dam d Caſe ſure enough; but this 
was Truſty's Information, I ſuppoſe. eee. 

| Trufly.. No, hang me it *twas; I ſhould ne er he” 
troubled myſelf to ſearch for bis Wife, nor be fond o 
ſeizing her an' *twas i' my power: I expected ohe 


Bo | 
| 2 . Well, Truſty, but you have ſeiz d her, an 
gad 19 make ye take her; PH bribe. a J ury 10 find for 
me King. ; 8 
T7 Not J faith, ＋ 5 take her. . 
Vulcan. Faith but you ſhall, to the Warehouſe, („et 
ting the broad Arraw,on her Back with C hall) ſhe's fairly 
leis for his Majeſty's Ufe; I ha nothing ta ſay to beg 
now. | b 
Truſty. Nor I neither, L aſſure ye, Sir. [Exit Truſty. 
Vulcan. What gone! Here, Truſty, (calling after him) 
Take your Seiſure wi' ye. = „ 
All. Ha! ha! ha! (Mrs. Vulcan runs off..) 
Vulcan. (to Oats) Villain! do you laugh too! III. 
ſpoil your Mirth with a ꝓox f ye. (bears him.) 


Bunge. 


Pd 
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Bung. Hold, I ſay, (winking on him) you may chance 
to cake things wrong: Oats, tell us how twas. EY 
' Oats. Indeed, Sir, I did n't know o' my Miſtreſs's 
being here. 3 ET” | 

Both. We don't believe ye, tell us the Truth, | 
” Oats. Why then, Sirs, as I was ſitting here alone, 
thinking no harm, in comes my Miſtreſs with a Piſtol 
eockt, and bids me affiſt her in a Piece o” Revenge on 
my Maſter: I beg'd to be excus'd ; at which ſhe pre- 
ſented; an' I being but a naked Man, what cou'd I do? 
In ſhort, ſhe prevail'd ;\ an' your coming i the nick 
forc't us to think of the Cask to conceal the Affair; and 
the Diſcevery was owing to Trufly, This, upon my 
Life, Sirs, is all I know of the Matter. 1 
Vulcan. Is it, Dog? Pox rot ye for knowing ſo 
much; your Knowledge is my Burthen, Fin fure; I 
feel it here, (pointing tos Head) I have it with a Murrain 
_ r'ye. | We wa 

IP Sir, I'm heartily ſorry fort; an berauſe I fhall 
expect but a Dog's Life under ye for the future, be 
pleas'd to pay me, and let me go elſewhere. 
Vulcan. . Villain! Yes, Fl pay ye, (ſhaking 
his Cane) with a pox t'ye; but may I rot in a Jail if evet 
you have a Penny 0' my Money. 5 
Bung. Peace, Brother, he muſt be paid; I'Il pay ye, 

Oats. ; | | 
Vulcan. Will ye? It ſhall be in your oun Wrong 
then; I'll not allow it. 8 | | 
__Oars,, Well, Sir, there's a. Way to make ye, how- 
ever. | 8 | 

Vulcan. Yes, Sirrah, an' a Way to make you pay 
too, as far as you are able, for debauching my Wife; 
an' for the reſt a Priſon :. D'ye bear that? 

Oats. Lord, Sir, tis I am debauch an' ye go to that, 
an* by Violence too; I can ſwear a Rape againſt my 
Miſtreſs: Lwas a Maiden before. | 
Pulcan. A Rape, Villain! 


" | - Oats. Yes, a Rape, Sir; for by Foree of Arms ſhe 
compell'd me to do what Id noStomach to: an' ſo your 
4 Servant, I ſhall do myſelf Juſtice. Exit Oats. 
| Vulcan. A Dog! d'ye hear? Gad, Pllfollow an' beas 
him to a My (gong. ) F 
, | Bung. (laying hold of him) Stay, you've done too much 
| already; Vil go an" try to reconcile him: he's a dange- 
5 rous Enemy, Brother. 1485 17 ih. 
0 Vulcan. Do as you will, fo I don't ſee him; fox I've 
Reſentment that you know nothing of. £ 
5 Marriage, Love's Funeral! Graveof fond Deſire 2 
Where full Poſſeſſion Urn's th' extinguiſh'd Fire; 
G6 | Whence, Phenix like, from its dead Aſhes riſe 
1 8 Diga. Diſdain, and Striſe that never dies: 
FM | Ita loss of tho e we ſl ht, we y e.to find | ” 
uch falſe, that had been true, had we been hind. 
"Em. TeErennt. 
be he : 
EF OO OR ue IY 


| ACT WL SCENE I. 


SCENE the Street. 


OW- 4 
Enter Oats and Truſty. 


a Truſty. Pes, Oates, be honeſt; I'll make it wort 
your while to be ſo: Vou ſee, tho* you've 
that, done their dirty Work theſe two Fears, they have n't 
mj] paid Fe and now it's in vain to expect it, conſidering 
the Abuſe o* your Miſtreſs. Come, don't prevaricate. 
Oats, (to Truſty) Is the Extent come down; ſay ye? 
(to himſelf) A Dog, not to pay me (to Trufty) And 
I upon Buck's Information? (to Hhimſelf) I'll fit him as 
da well for't. „ 
Truftys. 
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Traſty. Yes, aft in two Hours there vill he an Inqui- 
fition ot. Come, you're A principal Evidence; you: 
was a Witneſs to their Tham Canveyances made t to 
ſereen their Eſtates from the Law. Prethee be. larry 
in this Affair. 

0a. I will io; Buck 21 ſhall ek all thas Ro- 
| guery But howwillye ge et a Jury to find far the King? 

Truſty. By keeping the thing a Seeret till ite Executir 

on, that ſo they mayn'thave't ” to CCrru * em. III 
give you and your Friends ten per Cent. of all that Sc 
demn'd; ſo that the more ye diſcover, the Jo" is 
your. Profit. 
Oats. That right; VA does mac orie reno your 
TO Hou oft ve" 1 8 

Truſty a Syllaplle. 88 

Oats. Then it may bea Secret,otherw tlie 0. on 
inform d em an' t. | 
* Truſty. Oats, et your Friends together to \myHoilſe, 
an let me know the moſt that can be made o this Affair 
before the Tryal. 
ats. iſe ye all the Service i my 


Power, e ¶ Exeunt. 


8 CE NE, 4 Bokſeller's Sap. 


41 <- Þ cob 


Titlepage changing 0” Books, | 
Title. So! now I ha done 2 Faith I think I was i' tht 


. * chang 


eta Mele, poor him, come Wel 
_ wil; and or A 7 IT can't 


eaſe my Shelves.top ꝙ the Lumber they ha 


been loaded. with a, n e winch, ehe Or 


were 5, AS, the. Poet ſay 


* - © of 


Enter We | 


Is > your r Pip: out, Sir?. | Bong 


” | Hulcau. 


an. 
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Vulcan. Yes, Sir; an' let me tell ye your Wine's very 
good. Well, now let's view tfeſe Books again: Folks 
that can read, ſay they're very entertaining, and good 
— 12 the Troubles & the Mind. My Wench can 
'; [1 WRC 33's þ WT Its e 5 1 
| 48 I don't queſtion't,- Sir; Men o' Fortune fnou d 
buy Books; it's an Encouragement to Learning, 
PFulean. May be fo; I don't propoſe any great Ad- 
_ myſelf in't; but 1 thifk' a Study looks 
o S 4 2 1 4 $fa. 4 . 1232 E - "WON 3 
Title, Oh, very well, Sir; and thoſe Books will fit 
yeeo 4 Hair, (Pointing) they'te all pickt Books, Sir, fine 
BW. | 
Vulcan. As for the Sorts; no matter; Il ſoon mea- 
ſure what I want. ( falls to meaſuring the Shelves with his 
Cane) Come, Tilepage, what dye ask for theſe Books? 
Title, (aſide) Better than I expected. Will you pleaſe 
to buy em all, Sir? E 9. 
Vulcan. Aye, all, Sir, an' ye make ſuch an all of em: 
Tha'Stowage for'em, I find; I ha' meaſured 'em. 
Title. Sir, Ibeg your pardon; I'll ſoon tell- ye the 
Price, (caſting ii uþ.) _ | 5 
" "Vulcan. All, I Warrant! as tho? I could not pay for 
'em; why ſhowd n't l have as fine a Library as our Par- 


ſon, .Parſon Droll has? I've a finer Study, Pm ſure. 


Title, Sit, you'll have a much finer; the Parſon has 
n't ha't ſo many Books. NE - 
. Vulcan. He! nol faith, whatſhow'd he do wi” 'em2 
What do they come to? | 


- 


Title. Two hundred and twenty Pounds, Sir. 


Vulcan. Is that your ſelling Pri ee?! 
Title. In one Word, Sir, the Price is two hundred 
Pounds, if k ſell' 'em. | 


Vulcan. (giving Bills) Well, pack em up, an' ſend 


em to my Houfe, an' a Receipt, an' they'll be taken 


care of. Sir, good'by tye, ' © Exit Vulcan. 


Title. Sir, your SetyVant.— A good Chap I faith; tis 


well L did n't fell em laſt Year to the Grocer for waſt 
Paper. (the Scene ſhuts in the Shop.) | | 


SCENE 


-c Hr Iwo TR” IR one Ya 7 OD — > 


in again. 


We Smupglers. 
sckNE, the Street. 

| Enter Oats, Pigg, an' Couch. | . 
+ Oats, So, Couch, I thought you'd been at Sea; but 

you've taken Buck's Advice Ifinqe. 


Couth, Yes faith they wou'd n't pay me, an', Meſs, 
Tdid n't care to budge without Money. Merchant Bung 


ſaid they'dpay me next Voyage; but Buck bid me not 


truſt, and ſaid they'd bepulld in Pieces before I came 
Pigg. Aye, Meſs, fo he told me ; Merchant Bung or- 
det d my Accounts to be made up by you, Mr. Oats, 


with Promiſe o paying me in a Fortnight : but Bacł ſaid 
I'd better think o 
fore they were willing, they wou'd n't be able to pay 


ome way o' paying myſelf ; for, be- 


me. 
Oats, Well, Friends and Fellow-Servants, I'm glad 


we re all agreed toſourthe Rogues; for they ne'er in- 
' tended to pay any Body: They're a long way i' my 


Debt, for I ne' er had any Money of 'em. . 
Both. No! How did ye ſubſiſt then? 


Oats. My Miſtreſs, good Woman, came down a 


little now an” then for Socket-Money; but that was 
hardly earn'd. | 
Pigg. Yes, Meſs, the Mine's deep, and the little Ore 


dug thence is by the Sweat o the Brow, 
3 th. Ha! ha! ha! 


Oats. Yes faith, I found it ſo: But we'll to Truſty's, 
an' there conſult our Affairs; an” there too you'll meet 


Alſpike on the ſame account, [ Exennt, 


SCEN E, Vulcan's Houſe. 
| 5 Enter Vulcan, og and Crabb. * oh 
 Wulcan, Well, Brother Crab 


Cratb, No faith, I made the Swabbs ſo drunk they 
forgot my Name, and ſo voted for the other Candidate: 
I'm pleguely out o' Pocket by 


Tung. 


3 
» What News from Pool? 
Have you carried your Election? | 


Vas 


Ire 


neet 
ent. 


Pool? 


they 
date: 


Tung 


Kane 
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Bung. What * it coſt ye, Brother? 
S. Above 


No, faith I think it's a plaguey Sum. | 
bo b. Aye, Sir, but had 1 carried it, I'd ſoon ha 
fetchtit up again: tis a rare thing, Brothers, to ha' the 
making o! Laws. 
Burg. Faith I can't ſee how Law- making can be ſo 


profitable; according to my Way n there's 
more got by breaking 'em. 


Enter Oats with Papers. 
Oats. Maſters, I have brought Jou my Accounts fair- 


ly ſtated, an' a bill for Wages an' Money laid out i your 


Service, which in all amounts to the Sum of one hun- 
dred and twenty Pounds and five Shillings. (Offering 
the Papers round) 

All. What d'ye mean? we won't take em. 


Oats, To leave ye, Sirs, an' therefore want my Mo- 


ney.: Pray take em, Mr. . Bung, you can read. 

Bung. Not 1; I'll talk ye another time, an' in ano- 
ther manner. 

Vulcan, Unconſcionable Dog! we'll not pay you. 

_ Sir, I ask but for my own. 

(Offering a Bill.) Take this in part; you an ri 

98 on 2 Terms. 

Oats. This is proteſted, Sir; I'll not take it. 

Vulcan, Then ye ſhall ha none, ye dog, (Shakes his 


ei PI! ſee that before Night, I muſt tell ye. 

oY Oats. 
88 See bow he threatens us. 
Bung. Im ſorry to fee him thus. 
Crab. Aye, aye, tis a ſad thing to lie open to the 

Law; he'll ſue us now I warrant, Had I carried my E- 

lection tho*, he ſhou'd ba' truſted till Doomſday i the 

A*ternoon, I'd ha' ſtood upon Privilege, an' protected 


you as my Servants. 


Both. Aye, rot it; that had 11 us all eaſy. 


Ent or 


x rp Pounds; an- I'd carried 
* I had n't matter d it. 


— EA es 
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„ On ONION... - 
Conſcience, Well, Squire Crabb, you've loſt your 
Hlection, I hear. 1 | 
._ Crabb. Aye, rot it; an' now I find the Loſs on't with 
a Vengeance: Here has been Oats with his Accounts, 
an' a Bill for Wages, an pleaſe ye; he's going to leave 
us, a ſorry Dog, an' expects to be paid too. 85 
Conſcience. You paid him then, I hbope, or made him 
*ealy with aProrail: on't? N 

All. No, neither... 5 
Conſcience: I'm ſorry fort; ye ſhou'd ha? paid him; 
'T hear a ſad Complaint of ye, tor not paying your Ser- 
vants. | | | 
All. Let the Dogs ſteal, as they us d to do. 
Conſcience. But you ha' taken em out o' their Bread, 
an therefore ought to pay em for their Time. | 
All. Aye, they expect it too, we find; Oats threa- 
n | 

Crabb. Now cou'd | curſe-myſelf for loſing my Elec- 


tion; otherwiſe I'd ha' ſtood on my Privilege, an' pro- 


t ected my Partners as my Servants. 5 

Conſcience. But you have loſt it; and had n't you, as 
Dealers you'd been liable to the Statute. | 
All. But we cou'd ha' made over our Effects ye know, 

to ſome Friend. 8 
Conſcience. That's practisd indeed; but let me tell 
' Fe, you muſt either pay your Servants, or expect to be 
torn in Pieces by*em; they're in all your Secrets, an 
ſo is Truſty too, I fear: I'm told of an Extent come to 


Town, an' that all your Servants, except Rap an' Hear- 


ſay, are to be Evidences againſt ye. 


Ali. Oh curſe the Vipers! you dont ſay ſo? 


Conſcience. Ves, I do; I've juſt had Notice from the 


Sheriff, that an Inquiſition is to be held on the Entent; 
there's none but Oats an Buck can hurt ye in your Con- 
veyances; but they, ye know, were Witneſſes. 


All. They were ſo; what muſt we do? 4; 


Conſtience, Why, if ye can diſqualify either o' them 


tor Witneſſes, you may till be ſafe; I have a Jury yon · Io 


der in a right Cue to ſerve ye. 
Crab. 
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Crabb, (Scratching his Head.) Hold, let me ſee. (Rap 
pereping,) Come hither, Rap, Did n't you ſay you was 


robb'd lately? 520k 

ot OF Enter Rap. 

Rap. Robb'd xay'ee! let me ſee, '(Rubbing his Fore- 
* ſee if I can mind it Eaze, Zur, I was 
robb? 1 75 | 


— as YOW Zaay, | 
Bung. Well, Rap, but whereabouts ? Remember 
thattoo. e 1 1 | 
Rap. Whereabouts zaay'ee! Let me ſee, I'll try to 
] mind that too. Oh. — now I ha't; why—on Zatis- 
* 8 bury-plain, Zur. . 4 
Vulcan. When was it, Rap? 3 
Rap. Staay, whon was I vrom whoam, Maaſter? 
, Bung. Why, on Sunday the 14th o' this Month. 
| Rap. Eaze, right, Zur, zooa I was; but | 
- I ftaay, it ſha'n't be on Zalisbury-plain thon, it ſhall be 
Ie wirt Hounſlow and Stains, that's better, on Zunday 
the 14th of this Month, | | | 
J- Crab. Was n't Oats the Man that robb'd you 9 | 
Rap, Eaze vaith, I beleeves twas; it was mich 
THR”: | 
| Confcience. Like in't the ſame an' believe won't do; 
W, you mult be ſure, Rap, or you do nothing. (Oats ap- 


— p 


„ears liſtening.) | 
ell Y Rap. Iam fhoure twas Oats robb'd me; Tloſt a Gui- | 
be nea and Half a Crown, Ti L | 


an Conſcience. (Giving him Money.) An' I can ſwear you 
to told me ſo, an' that I gave you ten Shillings towards | 
„o P 8 | | 
Cats. (Aſide.) Damn'd Villains! | 
Conſcience, Go, Rap, to Juſtice Freeman's, get a War- 
tant an' apprehend him, an' then we're ſafe. ¶ Exit | 
ent: FRap,)] I'll go an' ſee my Jury; but I muſt promiſe em 
on- Fluſtily, and you muſt pay em chearfully too. | 
Crabb. Right, Lawyer! bribe em well, there's no- 
thing like it. WET | | 
em Conſcience. I think not; I don't love thoſe T engage - 
on- 2 take the Lord's Name in vain; I always pay em 
ell. | 
abb. | | — Crabs ö 
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Dye Smugglers. 
Crabb. They'll deſerve it; an' pray ſpare no Pains 


your ſelf, Lawyer; we'll richly reward your Diligence. 


© Conſcience. Ne'er fear, Sir; I'll not neglect my Buſi- 
neſs: Men o' Fortune may take their Eaſe, and ſwim 


with the Stream; but Men o' Buſineſs, like Fiſh, ha“ 
_ their Feed by ſtemming it, Vilto my Jury, ¶ Exeunt. 


SCENE, Truſty's Houſe, 
Enter Truſty, reading a Letter. 


SIR, 
T HE Intereſt I have in your Preſervation obliges me to 
. inform you of a Deſign againſt your Life « Take care 

of Rap, Sir; that's the Villain has undertaken to kill you, 
Pray expoſe thisSecret no farther than is abſolutely neceſſary 
10 your own Safety ; becauſe the Diſcovery will ſhew ſome 


People guilty that I cou'd wiſh had never been born. Deſtr 


this Advertiſement-as ſoon as it comes to hand, and you'll 
obkge Fa | „„ | 
Yeur's to command, 


SUSAN VULCAN. 


P. S. Oats can let you into 
the whole Conſpiracy. 


Dear Guardian Angel, I'll obey you. (Tearing the 
Letter.) | 1 
| Enter Oats. : 


Oats. Lord, Sir, there's ſuch a Conſpiracy againſt 


me, will ſurprize ye, 
Truſty. It muſt be a horrid one then: What is't ? 
Oats. Why, at the Inſtigation o' my old Maſters and 
Conſcience the Lawyer, Rap has undertook to ſwear a 
Rodbery againſt me, in order to diſqualify me for an 
Evidence. | | | | 
Truſty. How came ye to know this? 
Oats. Iliſten'd, Sir, an' heard it, an' ſaw Rap go to 
Juſtice Freemans to get a Warrant to apprehend me. 
| | Truſty. 


ED 
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Truſty. Execrable Villains! But can ye think o' no 
Way to prevent em? Cou'd n't Rap be taken upon 
ſome Pretence ? * 

Oats. Yes faith, Pigg an I both heard him undertake 
to kill you; awas Juſtice Truman's now at home, let's 
get a Warrant an' ſecure him firſt. : 

Truſty. That will do it; we'll loſe no time, [ Exeure, 


SCENE a Tavern, | 
Diſcovers the Jury drunk dancing awkwardly without 


Muſick, | 
1 Enter Conſcience. | 3 
Al. Hoor-ray, Maeſter Conſcience! is the Woine ſent 
us? | THIS 


Verdict. Zee, we're aal main jolly : Come, Boys, 
one Caper moor vor the*Fendant, Hoor-ray, vor the 
*Fendant, vor the Fendant. (Capering.) 

Conſcience. Phoo—__Pox rot ye; you're all drunk, ye. 
Swabs: I had more Buſineſs for ye.._. 

All, Hoor-ray ! that's brave. Vor the Fendant, the 
*Fendant! Hoor-ray. (Capering,) 

Verdict. Come, Boys, one Caper moor for Conſcience. 
(they caper) Now vor the Fendant, the Fendant; 
Hoor-rav ? (The Jury continues capering. ) Zee, Laayer, 
we're all vor the Fendant. ; 

Conſcience. ( Ace) Oh, burſt the Dogs! what ſhall 
Ido! Theſe are n't fit to bring into Court, they're ſo 
plaguey drunk. 

All. Well, Maſter Conſcience, what's the Buſineſs > 
we re all vor the Fendant yow hire. (Getting round him. 
Conſcience. Get off, ye Sots; you're all drunk. (Break- 
ing from em.) | = EI) 

All. (Getting round him) Naay, Gad, we'll aall ftond 
by ye. ( Reeling.) | | | 
Conſcience. You ſtand, Swabs ! fit down, you're ſafe 
there. (They ft) I had Buſineſs wou'd ha' made you 
all, had ye been Compos. | 


C 2 | Al. 
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Conſcience. 


1 neither; they'll expoſe me. (Aloud) Stay you all here, 


| ll be with you preſently. [Exit Conſcience. - 
1 (They return and ſing.) 
f All. Whoſe three Hogs are theſe? _ 
l. An' whoſe three Hogs are theſe? 


Oh they're John Cook's,, 
T know by their Looks, 
For I found em in my Peas. 


Verditt. Come, drink about Boys. (The) all drink 
and ſing.) | 


All. Oh pound em, Oh pound em; 
I dare not on my Life: 
For if I ſhou'd. pound John Cook's Hogs, 
1 mnſt wt kiſs his Wife. © 1 


But as for John Cook's Hogs, 
Ill ſay no more; but mum: 
Then here's to thee, the firſt Hog, 


(The Scenes ſhut in the Fury. 
SCENE, Vulcaz's Houſe. | 


Enter Vulcan, Bung, and Crabb.  _ 
Vulcan. I'm plaguey ſick o' this Buſineſs ; I wiſh 
"twas over, | 


Crabb. Come, bear a good Heart, Brothers; Con- 
ſcience has a Jury fir for our Purpoſe, and here's Rap 
come to tell us he has a Warrantfor Oats. | 
1 I i 4. Enter Rap. 

Well, Rap, you've got the Warrant? 
Rap. Nooa vaith, Juſtice Vreman in't at whoam, an' 
1 3 1 


All. We're aall Go — Go__Go— mpos, Maeſter | 


1 Conſcience, Now muſt I | o an corrupt another Jury. : 
(Going, they follows) Theſe muſt n'tgo along wi? me 


_ _ Until the ſecond come. (They all drink.) 


Bunge. Aye faith, ſodol; *tis an ugly Job like to be. 
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I daen't knaw Juſtice Truman: I muſt deſire zom o“ ye 
to gooa wi' me ton, 
Crabb. Phoo, pox, this is lofing time; Pl go wr Fw 
To Juſtice Iruman. 

Enter Conſtable. : 

- Conſtable. I'll fave ye the trouble, Squire; I have a 
Warrant to carry him before Juſtice Truman. 

All. A Warrant! Show it, he ſhan't go elle. 

Conſtable. Here tis, (Showing the Warrant.) * tis for 
undertaking to kill Truſty; Oats and Pigg ha* ſworn it 
againſt him. 

All. Oh, rot the Rogues. © Drawing together.) 

Bung. What muſt we edo? 

CTCrabb. We mult bail him, be ſure, 

"Vulcan, Unleſs you'll take our Words for his Appear- 
ance. 

Cenftable. Not Yours, be ſure; that put bim upon't. 

All. We'll go and bail him then | 

Eæit Conſtable an Rap. 

All, We'll follow. 

Enter Conſcience. 

Conſcience. Whither away, Gentlemen? 

All. To give Bail for Rap; the Conſtable has carried 
him before Juſtice Truman. 

Conſcience. For what? 

Bung. Oats an' Pigg have ſworn that he 3 to 
Fill Truſty. 

Conſcience. Why then you're undone. 

All. D'ye tell us ſo? 

Conſcience. Indeed I fear it; for you muſt know the 
Inquiſition is come on, an' a Jury impannel'd that I've 
no Intereſt in. 

All: Where's the old Jury? 

Conſcience. They're all drunk as Devils; Non. eompos. 

All. Oh, choak the Swabs! they ſhall ha Wine an' 
be poxt. 

Crabb. But ſhan't we bail Rap? | So, 

Conſcience. For what? let the Dog alone, he can't 
ſerve you now; Oars heard all the Plot againft bim, 
Snack tells me, an is already in Court: ſo that Judg- 
8 ment 


=! The Smuge lers. 


ment an' Execution muſt follow, unleſs I can ſome how 
or other get acquainted with the Jury: I'll go and try. 
Bung. 7 Going him a Purſe,) Pray run an' ſee what 
can be done, Lawyer: There's a hundred Pieces, an' 
whatever more ye find neceſſary, we'll gladly pay it. 
Conſcience. Vl run aw ſee if tis poſſible to ſave ye. 
Theſe aredamn'd Defeats. 
All. Do ſo, for Heaven's ſake, Mr, Conſcience. / 
[l Exit Conſcience. 
Enter Mrs. Vulcan, Blouſe, and Titup. 
N (Blouſe goes to Bung and Titup to Crabb, 
Vulcan. (To's Wife) So, ye Whore! here's fine Work 
towards your Friend; Oats has ruin'd us all. | 
Mrs. Vulcan. My Friend! ye Sot! How can he be my 
Friend an' he ruins my Husband ? (Crying) Oh! what 
mult I dd * 
Vulcan. Do! why get into your Barrel again, an' let 


Oats ſhow you about Country for a Sight, for the Whore | 


that cuckoled her Husband. 
Mrs. Vulcan. No, ye Fool, that wou'd be no Sight at 
all in any Country; 2 Drab Pegg Ambler is fitteſt to 
go wi Oats; for the has helpt to ruin ye too. | 
Vulcan. She! no faith; Pegg's an honeſt Wench, a 
true Friend as any I have. Pegg loves me dearly, (Put- 
ting his Wife from him.) ſtand away, 54 
Enter Ambler. 
Come, Pegg, come an' buſs me. 
Ambler, Dear Sir, wi' aal my Heart. ( Xi/ing. ) How 
is't like to gooa? 
Vulcan. Alas, Pegg, but ſorrily I fear; Conſcience is 
gone to feel the Jury, LT 
Titup, Well, Squire Crabb, I muſt yaal out wi' ye; 
not to zee a body zince yow came vrom Pool, tis main 


Crabb, Poor Moll! ( Kiſſing.) I hayen't had time, this 
plaguey Buſineſs has hinder'd me. 

Titup. I ha' been main dull ever zince yow went, I'm 
ſnoure. | | 
Crabb, 1 believe thee, Turtle; you'll go to Jail with 
me, Moll, an' it ſhou'd ſo happen? 


Titup 
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Titup. Aye ſhoure; Il] ne'er vorſake thee. 
Bang. An' ſo woo't thee, Beſs, an' it come to that. 
| Blouſe. Aye, my Dear; I'll ſtick as cloſe as thy Shirt 
to thy Back. ( Kiſſing.) | 2 
Vulcan, Here's Pegg too will go to Jail with me ; 
woor'n't, Pegg? | > 
Ambler. Yow'll ha“ your Eſtate, Zur, an' yo dooa 
go to Jail, I zuppauſe? 
Filcan. No, Pegg, I doubt not. 
Ambler. Nooa, Zur! who then I marl! 
Vulcan. If we're caſt, the King will ha' one Moiety, 
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and the other amongſt a Pack of ugly Dogs, Tru/iy, 


Oats, and I don't know who yet. 
Ambler. Oats is not ugly, Zur. ¶Aſide.) He's a zingle 
Mon, an' zaays he loves me. 8 
Mrs. Vulcan, Mind that, ye Brute! her Love was to 
your Eſtate ; ſhe'll not go to Jail wi' ye. 


Vulcan, Yes; but ſhe will, Slanderer ; won't ye, Pegg? 


Ambler. Zur, upon ſecond thou'ts, I voind its beſt 
| yower Woife ſhou'dgo wi' ye; ſhe has been barrell'd 
up they zaay, an'us'd to Confinement. | 


Mrs. Vulcan. What then, ye Drab ! his Unkindneſs 


27 me upon't; but I'll go to Jail with him however; 
I ſhow the defference now betwixt Wife an Wench. 

Vulcan. D'ye hear that, Pegg? I didn't think you'd ha“ 
prov'd falſe. . | 

Ambler. Valſe, Zur! not zooa neither; but Oats 
has told me he loves me; an' as he's a zingle Mon, my 
Conſcience tells me there's the leſs Crime; that's aal. 

Vulcan. All, ye Viper! aye an' enough too; beat her, 
Wife; Gad, I'll heIp ye now. 


Mrs. Vulcan Not I; beat her yourſelf I'll not foul 


my Fingers with her. 5 
Vulcan. Faith an' ſol will. ( Kicks her.) 
Enter Truſty, Oats, Pigg, Couch, Alſpike. 
Truſty. Seize your Priſoners there. (Pointing to Vul- 
ean, Bung, and Crabb; they ſeize em) So! I think I 


ha"metwi ye, now; ye won't be at liberty in haſte to 


murther an Officer for taking care o the Revenue. 
C4 Vulcan. 


7 
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Vulcan. Devil, do thy worſt! I'm Squire Vulcan o 
Berry-pond ſtill. NF | wee. 
Truſty. Of Winchefter Jail you mean; your Eſtates are 
condemn'd, an theOfficers by this time inPoſſeſſion 
gf 'em, | COTE 
Vulcan, Bung, and Crabb. Curle ye all, fora Pack 
o' Vipers, Toads and Serpents! gp | 
Oats. You may thank yourſelves; you wou'n't pay 
your poor Servants, an' can ye blame 'em for ſeeking 
to pay themſelves, 
Toad! this is all your Doings. 
- Oats. Hold —4 Madam; going to raviſh me again! 
All Ha! ha! ha! | 1 
Ambler. Maſter Oats, they ſay yow'll ha' an Eſtate 
now; yowus'd to oy yow lov'd me. | 
Oats. Poor Pegg, What going to leave your old Friend? 


Mrs. Vulcan. (Flying at Oats.) Oh, ye ungrateful 


Ambler. Hang him, he's poor; I ſhall be glad to ſerve 


row now. | 
| Oats, III ha? nothing to ſay to ſuch a falſe-hearted 

Whore as you are. | Tis + 
Ambler. May you ne'er meet a true one. 
Oats, I don't expect it. 5 
: Enter Conſcience, 


Bung. ( Aſideto Conſcience.) So, Sir, youſee what's: 


13 us; you cou'dn't do any thing wi' the Jury, L 
nd. 8 

Conſcience. ( Aſide. ) No faith I try'd *em all round, but 
none of 'em wou'd touch. 


Bung. (Aſide.) Give me the Money again then, it 


will be uſeful where I'm going. 


| Conſtience. ( Aſide.) Lord, Sir, I can't part wit; 


Didn't you give it me to lay out i' your Service? 


Bung (Afide ) What then? the Jury wou'dn't take. 


it, you ſay. 


Conſcience. ( Aſide ) No, Sir, but ſome body elſe 


may; I've ſtill an Inclination to ſerve ye. 


o 


Con ſcience. (Aſide.) Oh, Sir, ne%er trouble yourſelt for 


that; I'll find ſome body will take it J warrant ; if not, 
14] keep it myſelt: I deſerve it Fm ſure, Banz. 


Hung. (Aſide.) Some body elſe, Sir! Who elſe J wondei? 


I 
t 
) 
} 
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Bung. (Aſide) You deſerve to be hang d I'm ſure; 
but I'll ſue ye for't. : 1 | 
Conſcience. ( Aſide.) Oh, Sir, I'll ftrive bard but 1'l 
make you a Bill hall amount to the Money. (Aloud.) 
In ſhort, I found you playing the fool ſo egregiouſly, 
that your Buſineſs wou'dn't be worth having; ſo that [ 
wiſely chang'd Sides: I'm for the King now, and have 
had no ſmall hand in bringing theſe Matters about. 
Gentlemen, Iwiſh ye all a good Journey. Ha! ha! ha! 
„ Exit Conſcience. 
All. What's Conſcience gone! The Rogue that has 
ruin'd us gone! | | 
Bung. Yes, Brothers, he has deſerted us. Truſty, 
Conſcience is the Villain that advis'd as well as drew thoſe 
ſham Conveyances you have detected; I hope he'll be 
taken care of too in his turn. ba 
Truſty. No queſtion, Sir, but he'll have his Deſerts. 


All, Aye, truſting to his Skill in the roguiſh Part o“ 


the Law, we thoug mt we ſhou'd always be { afe. ; 
Trufty. Twas more than you cou'd expect from the 
Pettifogger.. | 1 
Bung. He has chang'd Sides, and ſo will I; 'tis better 


to become an Evidence for the King, an' make my 


Peace, than be lurch't thus, an' ſufer alone. 


Crabb. It ever I get my Liberty, I can go abroad 
an' be provided for, if it's only for the Service I've done 


in carrying off ſome Friends to the Cauſe. 


Vulcan, An' I muſt ſuffer alone, I find, without 


Hopes of ever ſeeing good Days, I have been ſoob- 


noxious. | 
Enter Mrs; Suſan. 


Poor Girl! I can't ſee her. (She kneels to him.) I have no- 


my Gain, 
help your Affairs in the beſt manner I'm able. (Kneels 


thing to give thee now, | | 
Truſty. Yes, Sir, you can til] give your Conſent to 
make us happy in each other; an' as your Loſs will be 
10 PH adminiſter the Duties of a Son t'ye, and 


by Mrs. Suſan) 
Mrs. Vulcan. Come, Husband, conſent; Mr. Truſty's 
61 honeſt, 
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| boneft, He'll be as good as his word: Ilike him better 
than ever. did Snack, I can tell ye. 


-” 2 * 


Vulcan. Riſe then, an' be happy; your Virtue will 
make ye ſo, I don't queſtion; and in that is all my pre- 
ſent Hopes; for Heaven knows my Dishoneſty has un- 
done me. (Mrs. Suſan continues crying. 
Truſty. ( Taking Mrs. Suſan's Hand.) Sir, I thank ee, 
and you too, Madam, you've made me happy, an' I'll 
retaliate as far as I'm able. Officers, take care o your 


— ; an' till we meet at the Exchequer-Court, fare 
wel. 


Tet Traders hence theſe fair Inſtructions draw, | 
Tho Smugglers may a Time evade the Law, 

Tho Gains diſhone * an Eſtate, 

And Perjuries a while conceal the Cheat; 

Tet ſwift the Maments paſs which intervene,. 

F'er Fate or Juſtice, ſure to ſhift the Scine, 

With rapid Vengeance blaſts their guilty Store, 

Who mourn unpity d, fall to riſe no more. 
| [Exeunt omnes 
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Art of Dancing, Ec. 


CAN TO I. 


The ARGUMENT. 


N The Propoſition. An Invocation of ſeveral Deities concern d 
| in this Art. The Riſe and Progreſs of Dancing. An 
Encomium upon the Ancients, who admir'd this Art. 

Habits proper for Men in Dancing, with ſeveral uſeful 

Rules and Cautions. Habits proper for the Ladies, with 

a Caution againſt Painting ; as alſo againſt Hoops, Lap- 

pets, Ruſſies, Fringes, & c. A Memorandum to the Fair, 

ro tye their Garters faſt, which introduces the Story of the 

Inſtitution of the Star and Garter by K. Edw. III. The 
Deſcription and Praiſe of the Fann, with an Etiſode on 

8 Invention of that Inſtrument; which concludes this 

anto. 


N the ſmooth Dance to move with graceful Mein, 
| Eaſy, with Care, and ſpritely, tho' ſerene 
1 To mark th'Inftru&ions ecchoing Strains convey. 
And with juſt Steps each tuneful Note obey, 
With Niceſt Art to tread the circling Round; 
Where uſe the lowly S;zk, or nimble Bound, : 
| | I'fing.. 


* 
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Iſing . Be preſent all ye ſacred Choir, 
Blow the ſoft Flute, and ſtrike the ſounding Lyre. 
When ————— bids, your kind Aibftance brivg, 4 
And at her Feet the humble Tribute fling 
Oh! may her Eyes' (to her this Verſe is due)... 
What firſt themſelves inſpir'd, vouchſafe to view! 
And You, Celeſtial Venus, Power divine! 
Around whoſe Throne, and ever-ſacred Shrine, 
Unnumber'd Loves, andSmiles, and Gracesfly, 
Fanning with painted Wings the Cryſtal Sky; 
* If ever you with Pleaſure have ſurvey'd 
The ſacred Dance beneath the Cretan Shade, 
Hither with all your little ſportive Throng 
Deſcend, fair Queen, and aid your Poet's Song. 
Nor Thou, that rul'ſt the ſpacious Heav'ns above, 
Diſdain this humble Theme, Almighty FOY E!. 
+ For Thee this Art from prudent Rhea roſe, 
Invented firſt to cheat thy ſavage Foes; 
For Thee ſhe bade th' inſtructed Tribe advance, 
And lead thro' various Rings the myſtick Dance. 
For Thee ſhe bad ſhrill Trumpets ſhake the Skies, 
(Ingenious Thought!) to drown thy infant Cries; . 
Whilſt thy pale Nurſe, all trembling and afraid, 
Safe thro' the Crowd her Heav'nly Charge conyey'd.. 
Hence to Mankind the Heav'n- born Science "a 'Z 
And one great Part of their Religion grew: THY 
The gracious Pow'rs above, they wiſely thought 
Muſt ſure approve what firſt themſelves had taught: 
Then did the Prieſts, on each great ſolemn Day, 
(Nor yet too lazy for to dance or pray) : 
With myſtick Steps and ſpritely Bounds advance, Fo 
And round the ſweet-perfuming Altars dance: 1 
Whilſt the wide Fanes, and vaulted Roofs around 
With ſwelling Notes and ecchoing Strains reſound. 
Pleas'd with the holy Pomp, all Heav'n attends, 
And wing' d with Muſick ev'ry Pray'raſcends. 
Hail happier Age! hail illuſtrious Days! 
Then Arts receiv'd their juſt Rewards of Praiſe, 


fi oth ets nude 


* Rom. Iliad, lib. 18. v. 590. + Lucian, Dialog. 
x Then 
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Then Muſick, Sculpture, Painting did abound. 
And Fame and Profit ev'ry Artiſt crown'd, _ 
Then Laurel's Wreaths adorn'd the Victor's Head, 
Whilſt humbler Bays poetick Brows o'erſpread, 
Nor did the Dancer's generous Science claim 
Inf&ior Gains, or a leſs Share of H fame: 
To him the Great did all their Stores diſcloſe ;.. 
To him erected Marble Statues roſe : + 
Heroes and Kings the pleaſing Art af un : 
And glory'd to excel in what they lov d. 
To curb the Steed, and hurl the pointed Dart, 
Was then eſteem'd but half the Warrior's Part; 
Each perfect Hero equally was skill'd | 
To grace the Ball, and glitter in the Field: 
Not all his Triumphs gain'd, and Battels won, . 
Nations ſubdu'd, and flaming Towns o'erthrown, . 
Eer purchas'd Pyrrhus half that Share of Fame, 
+ As that one Dance, that yet records his Name. 
Nor did Philoſophers, morelearn'd than wiſe, 
In thoſe bleſs'd Times this uſeful Art deſpiſe > - 
They taught, the pleaſing Exerciſe was good 
To clear the Brain, and purifie the Blood, 
To make the languid Spirits briskly flow, 
And ruddy Cheeks with healthful Bluſhes glow. . 
* The Athenian Sage, for Learning ever known, 
Whom ſacred Phabu; from the Delphick Throne, 
The wiſeſt ot Mankind did once declare, 
Thought not the Dance unworthy of his Care. 
Ev'n when Old- age and withering Years had ſhed - 
Their hoary Honours on his ſnowy Head, 
The wiſe Philoſopher this Art purſu'd | 
To ſtring his Nerves, and warm his freezing Blood. 
Then Poetry was too the Dancer's Friend, | 
And all the Muſes did his Steps attend: 
With equal Grace, in Heſiod's ſacred Lines, 
Ev'n yet the Hero and the Dancerſhines: 
Valour to ſome, he ſays, the Gods impart; 
« To ſome a Genius for the Dancing Art. 


A + The Pyrrhie Dance. * Socrates, 157 | 
hen | | Ev'n | 
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Ev'n yet, in Homer's lofty Verſe, is ſeen 
Merion's engaging Step, and graceful Mein: 
Still in the Dance he charms our wond' ring Eyes, 
And Greeks and Trojans yield to him the Prize. 
But ſtop, my roving Muſe, no farther ſtray, 
But haſten to purſue thy deſtin'd Way : 
Say firſt what Dreſſes moſt the Ball adorn, 
And inthe active Dance are eaſieſt worn. 
The roſy Milł-maid, that each Morning treads 
On the ſoft Carpet of the dewy Meads, _ = 
With Petticoats tuck'd up on Pattens goes, 
And ſcarnsthe Summer's Show'rs, or wint'ry Snows; 
While the proud City Dames, luxuriant Fair! 
That everloll within a Velvet Chair, | 
Still have their Feet that fear to touch the Gtound. 
In richeſt Silks and ſhining Silver bound. 
The Soldier's nodding Plumes, and Scarlet red, 
Shew that his Life in Blood and Slaughter's led: 
Whilſt the Lawn Band, beneath a double Chin, 
As plainly ſpeaks Divinity within: | 
Thus each Man's Habit with his Bus'neſs ſuits ;- 
Nor mult we ride in Pumps, or dance in Boots. 
But you, that oft incircling Dances wheel, 
Thin be your yielding Sole, and low your Heel: 
Let no unweildy Pride your Shoulders preſs, 
But airy, light, and eaſie be your Dreſs ;- 
Let not the Sword, in ſilken Bondage ty'd, 
An uſeleſs Weight, hang lugging at your Side; 
No ſuch rough Weapons here will gain the Prize, 
No Wounds we fear, but from the Fair- one's Eyes. 
The woolly Drab, and Engliſh Broad- cloth warm, 
Guard well the Horſeman from the beating Storm, 
But load the Dancer with too great a Weight, 
And call from ev'ry Pore a dewy Sweat; 
Rather let him his active Limbs diſplay 
In Camblet thin, or gloſſy Puddiſway. 
But let not vulgar Rules delay my Song, 
Nor Precepts known to All my Verſe prolong: 
— ſhow'd I now the gallant Spark command 
With clean white Gloves to fit his ready Hand; 


or. 
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And Earth unlocks her Mines of treaſur'd Oar ; 
Unleſs thoſe Gifts your ſelves with Art diſpoſe. 


or 
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Or in his Fobb enlivening Spirits wear, | 
And quick'ning Salts, to raiſe the fainting Fair? 
Why ſhou'd my Lays the youthful Tribe adviſe, 
Leſt ſnowy Clouds from out their Wiggs ariſe ? 
So ſhall their Partners mourn their Laces ſpoil'd, 
And ſhining Silks with greaſy Powder ſoil'd. 
Nor need I ſure bid prudent Youths beware 
Leſt with erected Tongues their Buckles ſtare; 
The pointed Steel ſhall oft their —— rend. 
And oft th approaching Petticoat offend. 

And now, ye youthful Fair, I ſing to you; 
With pleaſing Smiles my uſeful Labours View; 
For you the Silk-worms fine-wrought Webs diſplay; 
And lab'ring ſpin their little Lives away: 
For you bright Gems with radiant Colours glow, 
Fair as the Dyes that paint the heay'nly Bow +. 
For you the Sea reſigns its pearly Store, 


In vain yet Nature thus her Gifts beſtows, 


But think not, Nymphs, that in the glitt'ring Ball 
One Form ot Dreſs preſcrib'd can ſuit with all: 
One brighteſt ſhines when Wealth and Art combine 
To make the lovely Piece compleatly fine. 8 
In D:ſpabille another ſteals our Hearts, 
And, rich in native Beauties, wants not Arts, 
In ſome are ſuch reſiſtleſs Beauties found, 
That in all Dreſſes they are ſure to wound: 
Their heav'nly Forms all foreign Aids deſpiſe; 
And Gems but borrow Luſtre — Eyes. 
Such oft, Britannia, in thy Court appear, 
Fam'd ev'n in Beauty's Seat, where all are fair, 
And blaze like planets in a ſtarry Night, 
Midſt vulgar Beauties, with diſtinguiſh'd Light. 
So Queensburgh,. Mancheſter, and Bedford ſhine 5 = 
Such Charms are Cootes, ſuch lovely Feilding thine, 

Let the fair Nymph, in-whoſe plump Cheeks is ſeen 
A conſtant Bluſh, be clad in verdant Green; | 
Inſuch a Dreſs the ſportive Sea-Nymphs go; 
Za in their graſſy Beds freſh-Roſes blow: 


The 
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The Laſs whoſe Skin is like the Hazel brown, 
With brighter 1 ellow ſhou'd o'ercome her own, 
But the fair Maid, in whoſe pale Cheeks of Snow 
No bluſhes riſe, nor blooming Roſes glow, . 


Far above all ſhould potent Scarlet fly, 


And ſoone chuſe the Sable's mourntul DPye: 

So the pale Moon ſtill ſhines with pureſt Light - 
Cloath'd in the dusky Mantle of the Night, 
But far from You be all thoſe treach'rous Arts, 
That wound with painted Charms unwary Hearts. 
Dancing's a Touchſtone that true Beauty tries, 

Nor ſuffers Charms that Nature's Hand denies. } 
Tho' for a while we may with Wonder view- 

The roſy Bluſh, and Skin of lovely Hue, 


F.. 


Yet ſoon the Dance will cauſe the Cheeks to glow, , 


And melt the coral Lips, and Neck of Snow. 

So ſhine the Fields in icy Fetters bound, 
Whilſt frozen Gems beſpangle all the Ground: 
Thro' the clear Cryſtal of the glitt'ring Snow, 
With ſcarlet Red the bluſhing Hawthorns glow; - 
O'er all the Plain unnumber'd Glories riſe, | 
And a new bright Creation charms the Eyes; 
Till Spring at length, with Zephyr's gentle Winds 
And warming Gales, the frozen Glebe unbinds ; 
Then ſtrait at once the glitt'ring Scenes decay, 
Andall the tranſient Glories — away; 

The Fields 2 the Beauties not their owW]n, 
And all their ſnowy Charms run trickling down. 

Dare I in ſuch momentous Points adviſe, 

I ſhou'd conde mn the Hoope's enormous Size: 
Oft hath my ſelf the Inconvenience found; 
Oft have I trod the unmeaſurable Round, 


And mourn'd my Shins bruis'd black with many a( 


Wound. - 


Nor ſhou'd the tighten'd Stays, too ſtraitly lac'd, 


In Whalebone Bondage gaul the flender Waiſt; 
Nor waving Lappets ſnou'd the dancing Fair, 
Nor Ruffles edg d with dangling Fringes wear: 
Oft will the Cobweb Ornaments catch hold 
On the approaching Button rough with Gold; 
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| Cools your own Breaſts, and ev'ry others warms / 
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Nor Force, nor Art can then the Bonds divide 


When once th? entangled Gordian Knot is ty'd :: 
So ttt unhappy Pair, by Hymen's Pow'r, 
Together join'd in ſome ill-fated Hour, 
The more they ſtrive their Freedom to regain, 
The faſter binds th* indiſſoluble Chain, 
Let each fair Nymph that fears to be diſgrac'd, 
Ever be ſure to tie her Garters faſt. | 
Leſt the loos d String, amidſt the publick Ball, 
A wiſh'd-for Prize to ſome proud Fop ſhou'd fall, 
Who the rich Treaſure ſhall triumphant ſhow, 
And make her Cheeks with burning Bluſhes glow. 
'Tis hence the Royal George and Garter blue, 
Britannia's Nobles grace (it Fame ſays true) 
Once valiant Edward, of illuſtrious Fame, 
The third of England's Kings that bore the Name, 
With fam'd Plantagenet, divinely fair, 1 
Once Britain's Glory, and her Monarch's Care, 
Led up the Royal Ball with courteous Air :.* . 


Loos d with the pleaſing Toil (as Stories tell) 4 


Down on the Floor her looſen'd Garter fell; 
The gallant King catch'd up the lovely Prize, 
Whilſt crimſon Bluſhes o'er her Cheeks ariſe, 
And bearing it aloft with joyful Pride, 


| &. Mournnot,. my Fair, ſo ſmall a Loſs, he cry'd; 


& When all thoſe blooming Charms, by Time decay'd,. 
And flowing Treſſes ſhall in Duſt be laid; | 
© Whenthoſe all-conquering Eyes, and balmy Breath, 
© Themſelves Gall yield (as yield they muſt) to Death, 
«. This Garter bright, with never-dying Fame,  - 

© To endleſs Ages ſhall record your Name: 


| © This Mark of Honour Britain's Chiefs ſhall bear, 


And Sovereign Kings themſelves be proud to wear. 
Now let the Muſe my lovely Charge remind, 
Leſt they, forgetful, leave their Fanns behind. 


| Oh! lay not, Nymphs, the pretty Toy aſide, 


A Toy at once diſplay'd for Uſe and Pride; 
A wondrous Engine, that by Magick Charms 


What 
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What daring Bard ſhall e er attempt to tell 
The Pow'rs that in this little Engine dwell ? 

What Verſe can Cer explain its yarious Parts, 

Its num'rovs Uſes, Motions, Charms, and Arts? 
Its painted Folds that oft, extended wide, 

Th' afflited Fair- ones blubber'd Beauties hide; 
When ſecret Sorrows her ſad Boſom fill, 

When Strephon is unkind, or Shock is ill: 

Its Sticks, on which her Eyes dejected pore, 

And pointing Fingers number o'er and o'er; 
When the kind Virgin burns with ſecret Shame, 

Dies to conſent, yet fears to own her Flame; 
Its Shake triumphant, its victorious Clap, 

Its angry Flutter, andits wanton Tap. | 
Forbear, my Muſe, th' extenfive Theme to ſing, 
Nor truſt in ſuch a Flight your tender Wing; 

Rather do you in humble Lines proclaim 

From whence this Engine took its Form and Name: 

Say from what Cauſe it firſt deriy d its Birth, | 

Hov / form'd in Heay'n, how thence reduc'd to Earth. 
Once in Arcadia, that fam'd Seat of Love, 15 

There liv'd a Nymph, the Pride of all the Grove, 

A lovely Nymph, adorn'd with ev'ry Grace, 

An eaſie Shape, and ſweetly-blooming Face; 

Fanny the Damſel's Name, as chaſt as fair, 

Each Virgin's Envy, and each Swain's Deſpair : 

To charm her Ear the rival Shepherds ling, 

Blow the ſoft Flute, and wake the trembling String. 

For her they leave their wand'ring Flocks to rove, 

Whilſt Fann)s Name reſoundsthro' ey'ry Grove, 

And ſpreads on ey'ry Tree enclos'd with Knots of 

Love. 

As Feilding's now, her Eyes all Hearts Inflame, 

Like her in Beauty, as alike in Name. 

 *Twas when the Summer Sun, now mounted high. 

With fiercer Beams had warm'd the ſultry Sky, 

Beneath the Covert of a cooling Shade, 

To ſhun the Heat, this lovely Nymph was laid: 

The ſultry Weather o'er her Cheeks had (| pread 

A Bluſh, that added to their native Red: 


And 
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And her fair Breaſt, as poliſh'd Marble white, 

Was half conceal'd, and half expos'd to Sight. 
Whilſt thus ſhe lay, the potent God paſs'd by 

Who rules the Winds, and calms the troubled Sky, 
olus, whoſe Nod provokes the fleeping Main, 
And bids the raging Waves be ſtill again: 

He ſtop'd a while, and gaz'd with fond Delight, 
And ſuck'd in Poyſon at the dang'rous Sight: 
Helov'd, and ventur'd to declare his Pain, 

But ſtill he loy'd, and ſtill he woo?d in vain; 

The cruel Nymph, regardleſs of bis Moan, 
Minds not his Flame; uneaſie with her own, 
Still ſhe complains, that he who rul'd the Air 
Would not command one Zephyr to repair 
Around Face, nor gentle Breeze to play 

Thro' the dark Glade, and cool the ſultry Day: 
By Love incited, and the Hopes of Joy, 

Th' ingenious God contriv'd this pretty Toy, 


Which might, with Zephyr's, cool her glowing Flame, 


had called Fann from lovely Fanny's Name, 
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CaANxT O II. 


The ARGUMENT. 


Of French Dancing. 


The Aſſembly-Room and Company deſcrib'd. The Ball to 
be begun with French Dances, An Encomium upon the 
Genius of the Nation. The Deſcription of a Ma ſque- 
rade. Of the writins Dances in Characters, firſs found 
by Monſ. Fuillet, Each Dancer ought to conſult his own 
Genius and Abilities ; compas d to a Poet. Of Stage- 
dancing and Rope-dancing.. Several Uſeful Rules. 
An Encomium upon this Art. | 


N O W- ſee prepar'd to lead the ſpritely Dance, 


The lovely Nymphs and welk-dreſs'd Youths ad- 


vance: . 
The ſpacious Room receives its jovial Gueſt, 
And the Floor ſhakes, with pleaſing weight oppreſt; 
Thick rang'd on every Ttde with various Dyes 
The Fair in ſhining Silks our Sight ſurprize : 
So, ona graſſy Bed profuſe of Flow'rs, | 
With warming Gales refreſh'd, and genial Showrs, 


1 
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The lovely Lillies, deck'd in Silver Snow, 

And Tulips that with painted Beauties glow. 

The bluſhing Roſe, andPinks of various hue; 

The crimſon Hyacinth, and Violet blue, 8 
Cloath'd'in their richeſt Robes, together "riſe, l 
And in a gay Confuſion charm our Eyes. 

High o'er their Heads, with num'ròus Candles bright, 
Large Branches ſhed their golden Beams of Light; 
Their golden Beams, that ſtill more bri htly g OW. 
Reflected back from Gems and Eyes * 
Unnumber'd Fanns, to cool the crowded Fair, 

With breathing Zephyrs move the circling Air. 
The ſprightly Fadle, and the echoing Lyre, 
— ] Each youthful Breaſt with gen'rous Warmth inſpire x 

Fraught with all Joys, the bliſsful Moments fly, 

$ Whilſt Aiuſiclł melts the Ear, andBeanty charms the Eye. 
Now let the Youth, to whoſe ſuperior Place = 

It firit belongs the glitt'ring Ball to grace, 

With humble Bow and ready Hand prepare 

forth from the Croud to lead his choſen Fair: 

The Fair ſuall not his kind Requeſt deny, 

But to the pleaſing Toil with equal Ardour fir. 

But ſtay, raſh Pair, nor yet untaught advance, 

Firſt hear the Muſe e' re you attempt to dance. 

he By Art directed, o'er the foaming Tide, 


le- Secure from Rocks the painted Veſſels glide, 

1 By Art the Chariot ſcours the duſty Plain, on 
„ prings at the Whip, and hears the ſtreight'ning Nein. 
C To Art our Bodies muſt obedient prove, 


If e er we hope with graceful Eaſe to move: 
Nor think, ye Fair, that any native Charm 
Can e'er our Eyes attract, or Boſoms warm, 
Unleſs you learn the Rules theſe Lines impart, 
d- The Uſeful Precepts of the Dancing Art. 

Firſt, with French-Dancing be each Ball begun, 
Nor Country- Dance intrude till theſe are done: 
With theſe the Muſe ſhall her firſt Labours grace, 
And thoſe come after, in their proper Place. 

The French (if right all ancient Legends tell) 
in Dances farm'd by Rule did firſt excel: 


They 8 


he 


They firſt this Art to full Perfection brought, 
And certain Steps by certain Precepts taught : 
Hence all thoſe pleaſing artful Dances came 
That, from their Authors, we French-Dances name. 
Wiſe Nature, ever with a prudent Hand, 
Diſpenſes various Gifts to ey'ry Land; 
To eyv'ry Nation frugally imparts 
A Genius fit for ſome peculiar Arts. 
The Germans in Mechanicks beſt ſucceed; 
The Dutch in Traffi ck, and in War the Swede : 
Britannia juſtly glories to have found 
The fartheſt Iſles, and ſaiFd the Globe around: 
Soft Arts of Peace adorn 7:alia's Plains; 
There Painting, Poetry, and Muſick reigns ; 
There ſweet Corelli firſt his Viol ſtrung ; 
There Raphael painted, and there Vida ſung, / 
But Gallia all ſuperiour muſt confeſs 
To ev'ry Clime in Dancing, and in Dreſs : 
Let great Italia boaſt her Sons of Fame, 
And England ſhew her Drake's and Candiſiis Name; 
Germania glory to have firſt begun 
The Printing Art, and form'd the murd'ring Gun, 
France for one Worthy will produce them ten, 
Alike illuſtrious both for Arts and Men. 
From her the Sword-knot ſprung, and ſmart Toupee, 
From her Legar aroſe, and fam'd L'obbee. | 
From her, ye Beaux, ye learn to charm the Fair 
With pouder'd Shoulders and a janty Air. 
From her, ye Fair, you learn a thouſand Arts 
To conquer and ſecure your Lovers Hearts; 
To frown, and ſmile, and lean the Head aſide, 
| Liſp, ſcream, and whiſper, with a deal beſide. 
To her we all our Nobleſt Dances owe, 
The ſpritely Rigadoon, and Louvre ſlow, 
The Boree, and Courant, unpractis'd long, 
147% immortal Minuet, and the ſweet Britange. 
But moſt her happy Genius is diſplay'd 
In forming firſt the ſplendid Maſyuerage , 
Where all the Pow'rs of Art united joyn' 
To make the Ball with perfect Luſtre ſhine : 
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There, 


ere, 
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There, as in Mahomet's well-fancy'd Heay'n, . 

Rapture at once to ev'ry Senſe is giv'n: 

Ten thouſand Habits pleaſe the wand'ring Sight, 

With blazing Gold, and glitt'ring Jewels bright: 

In lofty piles Ambroſial Sweetmeats ſtand, 

And ripen'd Fruits in cluſters court the Hand ; | 
Nectareous Wines in ſparkling currents flow, } 


13 


V hate'er Champaigr's aſpiring Hills beſtow, 

Or on Burgundia's Plains delicious grow. 
Dancing the happy Night with Pleaſure crowns, 
And Muſich thro the vaulted Roofs reſounds ; 
Unnumber'd yielding Nymphs compleat our Joy, 
For here ſevereſt Prudes no more are coy ; 

No more they fear their careful Parent's Eye, 
The jealous Cuckold, or the watchful Spy ; 
Here coldeſt Maids are without Bluſhes kind, 
The Mask that hides the Face reveals the Mind : 
Or, ſhow'd the Tyrants ſtrive to give us Pain, 


| Pretend to bluſh, or frown, twere all in vain; 


How ſhou'd the Lover fear? The kind Diſguiſe 

Hides threat'ning Frowns, but ſhews conſenting Eyes. 
Long was the Dancing Art unfix'd and free; 7 

Hence loſt in Error and Uncertainty: 

No Precepts did it mind, or Rules obey, 

But ev'ry Maſter taught a diff rent Way: 


| Hence, e're each new-born Dance was fully try'd, 


The lovely Product, ev'n in blooming, dy'd : 


| Thro* various Hands in wild Confuſion toſs'd, 


Its Steps were alter'd, and its Beauties loſt : 

Till * Fuillet at length, Great Name! aroſe, 

And did the Dance in Characters compoſe : 

Each lovely Grace by certain Marks he taught, 

And ev'ry Step in laſting Volumes wrote. 

Hence o'er the World this pleaſing Art ſhall ſpread, 

And ev'ry Dance in ev'ry Clime be read; | — 
By diſtant Maſters ſhall each Step be ſeen, 

Tho' Mountains riſe, and Oceans roar between. 


2 He firſt publiſh'd the Art of Dancing by Characters 
in French, ſince tranſlated into Egli by Mr, Feaver, 


Hence 
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Hence with her Siſter-Arts ſhall Dancing claim 


An equal Right to Univerſal Fame, 

And Iſaac's Rigadoon ſhall laſt as long 

As Raphael's Painting, or as Virgil's Song. 
Each cautious Bard, ere he attempts to ſing, 

Firſt gently flutt ring, trys his tender Wing, 
And if he finds that with uncommon Fire 
A daring Genius does his Soul inſpire, 

At once to Heav'n he ſoars in lofty Odes, 
And ſings alone of Heroes, and of Gods; 
Or makes his Muſe in ſolemn Tragick Verſe 
The Acts of Princes, and of Kings rehearſe: 
But if ſhe trembling fears to ſoar ſo high, 
He then deſcends to ſofter Elegy _ 
And if depairing {till he finds fle Wit 
For am'rous Tales and Eleg unfit, 

Yet ftill he may in Paſtora 3 
And deftly tune it on an Oaten Reed. | 

So ſhow'd each Dancer, e're he trys to move, 
Wich Care his Strength, his Weight, and Genius prove, 


And if he finds kind Nature's Gifts impart 


Endowments proper for the Dancing Art, 

If in himſelf he feels together joyn'd 

An active Body, and a ipritely Mind; 

In nimble Rigadoons let him adyance, 

Or in the Louvre's ſlow majeſtick Dance: | 

But if, for want of Genius, Warmth, and Fire, 

He dares not to ſuch Noble Acts aſpire, 

Let him, contented with an eaſie pace, 

The gentle Mine's circling Mazes trace; 

If this too hard ſhall ſeem, let him forbear, 

And to the Country-Dance confine his Care. ED, 
True Dancing, like true Wit, is beſt expreſt 

By Nature, only to Advantage dreſt: 

Tis not a nimble Bound, or Caper high, 


That can pretend to pleaſe a curious Eye; 


Good Judyes no ſuch Tumblers Tricks regard, 

Or think them beautiful becauſe they're hard- 
Yet in Stage-dancing, it perform'd with Skill, 
Such actiye Feats our Eyes with Wonder fill; 


And 
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And ſome there are, that of uncommon Frame : 


That Pindar Rich deſpiſes vulgar Roads, | 
And ſoars an Eagle's height eee | 
Whilſt humbler Dancers, fearful how they climb, 
But buzz below amidſt the flow'ry Thyme: —_ 
Now ſoft and ſlow he bends the circling Round, 
Now riſes high upon the ſpritely Bound, 

Now ſprings aloft, too ſwift for Mortal ſight, 

Now falls unhurt from ſome ſtupendous Height; 
Like Proteus, in a thouſand Forms is ſeen, 


Sometimes a God, ſometimes an Harlequin. 


Nor here, my Muſe, muſt we forget to name 
Thoſe bold Adyent'rers on the Rope for Fame. 
See how the nimble Youth, now mounted high, 
Appears without the Aid of Wings to fly! 
Like Maia's Son, the Meſſenger of Jove, 
He ſeems to bring ſome Orders from above 
And unconcern'd looks down on Crowds below, 
That gaze, and tremble, but to ſee him go. 


So Thouſands on the Shore admiring ſtood, 


When Daedalus flew o'er the Cretan Flood. 
What will not Ma attempt when led by Fame ? 
What Toils or Dangers can Ambition tame? 
In yain has prudent Nature's wiſe Commands 
With foaming Seas divided diſtant Lands; 
Proud o'er th' inviolable Bounds to leap, 
With Sails and Oars they travel o'er the Deep: 
In vain hlgh-rovy rug Pinions ſhe denies, 
Art by a ſlender Cord the Want ſupplies; 


Secure on this the nimble Artift ſwings, 


Nor fears the Sun ſhou'd melt his waxen Wings. 
In vain we learn to trace a certain Round, 

And know exactly where to ſink and bound; 

In ev'ry Movement there muſt ſtill be ſeen 

A nameleſs Grace, and a becoming Mein: 

In vain a Mafter ſhall employ his Care 

Where Nature once has fix'd a clumſy Air; 

Rather let ſuch, to Country Sports confin'd, 

Purſue the flying Hare, and tim'rous Hind : 
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Have thro” theſe arduous Paths ſought out for Fame: 
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To chaſe bis fellow · Beaſts be till bis Game, 


And rural Conqueſts his ſublimeſt Fame, 
But ne'er to theſe politer Arts aſpire, | 
Or hope to ſoar above a Country Squire. 
Nor yet, while I an aukward Clown deſpiſe, 
Wou'd la ſoft effem'nate Air adviſe; 
With equal Scorn I wou'd the Fop deride, 
Nor let him dance, but on the Woman's fide. } 
And You, fair Nymphs, avoid with equal Care 
A ſtupid Dulneſs, and a Coquet Air; 
Neither with Eyes that ever love the Ground, 
Aſleep, like ſpinning Tops, run round and round; 
Nor yet with giddy Looks, and wanton Pride, 
Stare all around, and skip from Side to Side. 
Wou'd you in Dancing ev'ry Fault avoid, 


To keep true Time be your firſt Thoughts employ'd, 


All other Errors they in vain ſhall mend 
Who in this one important Point offend. 

For this, when now united Hand in Hand, 
Eager to ſtart the yauthful Couple ſtand, 

Let them a while their nimble Feet reſtrain, 
And with foft taps beat Time to ey'ry Strain: 


So two ſleek Racers on Newmarket Plains, Lo 
Whom ſgarce the Bitt can hold, or eight ning wein 


Impatient ber the velvet Turf tobou 

With trampling Feet ſpurn up the verdant Ground. 
'Tis nat enough that ev'ry Stander- by 

No glaring Errors in your Steps can ſpy; 


The Dance and Muſick muſt ſo nicely meet, 


Each Note muſt ſeem an Echo to your Feet; 

A nameleſs Grace muſt in each Movement dwell, 

Which Words can ne'er expreſs, nor Precepts tell; 

Not to be taught, but ever to be ſeen | 

In ſweet Camarthen's Air, and Gore's engaging Mein : 

Tis ſuch an Air that makes her Thouſands fall, 

When Feilding dances at a Birth-night Ball; 

Smooth as Camilla ſhe skims o'er the Plain, = 

And flies, like ber, thro? Crawds of Heroes lain, 
Hail loyelieſt Art! that canſt all Hearts enſnare, 


And make the faireſt ſtill appear more fair! 
Beauty 
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Or care toc | 
But Breaſts of Flint muſt melt with toft Deſire, 
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Beauty can little Execution do | FT | 
Unleſs ſhe borrows half her Arms from Lou: 


Few like . . doat on lifeleſs Charms, 
ſp a Statue in their Arms; 


When Art and Motion wake the ſleeping Fire, 
A Venus drawn by great Afelles's Hand | 
May for a while our wond'ring Eyes command, 
But ſtill, tho* form'd with all the Pow'rs of Art, 
The Lifeleſs Piece can never warm the Heart: 
So a fair Nymph, perhaps, may pleaſe the Eye, 
Whilſt all her beauteous Limbs unactive lie; 
But when her Charms are in the Dance diſplay'd, + 
Then ev'ry Heart adores the lovely Maid: 
This ſets her Beauty in the faireſt Light, 
And ſhews each Grace in full Perfection bright; 
Then, as ſhe turns around, from ev ry part, 
Like Porcupines, ſhe {ends a piercing Dart: — 
In'vain, alas! the fond Spectator tries 
To ſhun the pleaſing Dange:s of her Eyes, 
For, Parthian like, ſhe wounds as ſure behind 
With lovely Curls, and Iy'ry Neck reclin d; 
Whether her Steps the Minute's Mazes trace, 
Or the flow Lowvre's more majeſtick Pace; 
W hether the Rigadoon employs her Care, 
Or fpritely Jigg diſplays the nimble Fair; 
At ev'ry Step new Beauties we explore, 
And worſhipnow what we admir'd before.- 

So when _£neas in the Tyrian Grove 
Fair Venus met, the charming Queen of Loye, 
The beauteous Goddeſs, wh unmov'd ſhe ſtood, 
Seem'd ſome fair Nymph, the Guardian of the Wood; 
But when ſhe mov d, at once her heav'nly Mein 
And graceful Step confeſs bright Beauty's Queen; 
New Glories o'er her Form each moment riſe, - 
And all the Goddefs opens to his Eyes. 
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The A RGUMENT. | 
Of Country-Dancing. 


The Riſe and Progreſs of Country-DanCing : Compar'd 
to the Theatre; Rules to be obſerv'd in chuſing our Part- 
ners. Old Folks cauſe much Miſchief in Balls; illuſtra- 
ted by the Example of Herodia dancing before Herod. 
The Country-Dance deſcrib'd. Uſeful Morals to be 
learn'd from ſeveral Country-Dances. Several Rules 
to be obſerv'd in and aſter Dancing, The Concluſion of 
the Whole. 


We: E N good King Arthur, in the Days of Yore, | 


The Britiſh Crown and Royal Sceptre bore, 
In ſome fair op'ning Glade, each Summer's Night, 
Where Cynthia ſhed her ſilver Beams of Light, 
The jocund Fairies ſpritely Dances led | 


Some, 
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Some, with the pigmy King, and little Queen, 

In circling Ringlets mark'd the level Green: 

Some bade ſoft Flutes and mellow Pipes reſound, 

And Muſick warble thro” the Groves around. | 

Oft lonely Shepherds, as they piping far, 

Oft from their daily Toil returning late, 

Belated Peaſants, by the Foreſt's fide, 
Their wanton Sports and merry Revels' py'd. | 
Inſtructed hence, throughout the Br:tifh Iſle, 
And fond to imitate the pleaſing Toil, | 
The nut- brown Maids and nimble Swains reſort ' 
To ev'ry Wake to try the pretty Sport. 

Oft as returns the merry Month of May, | 
When the green Plains their richeſt Robes diſplay 
Round, where the trembling Pole is fix'd on high, 
And bears its flow'ry Honours to the Sky: 

The youthful Couples nimble Dances lead, 

And rural Belles the verdant Fields o'erſpread. 

Here Bumkinet, array'd in Doublet new, | 
With ruddy Marian, fine with Ribbons blue; | 
There Blouſilinda, deck'd in Pinners clean, _ / 
With gentle Colin treads the level Green: 

On ev'ry fide Zolian Artiſts ſtand, | i; 
Whoſe lab'ring Elbows ſwelling Winds command : : 
The ſwelling Winds harmonious Pipes inſpire, - 
And wake in ev'ry Breaſt a gen'rous Fire, 

Thus taught at firſt the Country-Dance began, 
And hence to Cities and to Courts it ran: 
Succeeding Ages did in time impart 
Various Improvements to the Noble Art: 

From Fields and Groves to Palaces remov'd, . 
Great- ones the pleaſing Exerciſe approv'd: 

Hence ſpritely Fiddles and ſhrill Trumpets ſound, 
And bs wig thro' the vaulted Roofs around: 
Bright Gemms and Silks, Brocades and Ribbons joytt'i 

To make the Ball with perfect Glory ſhine. — 

So rude at firſt the tragick Muſe appear'd, | 
Her Voice alone by ruſtick Rabble heard, | 
Where twiſting Trees a cooling Arbour made, 4 1 
The plcas'd Spectators ſate beneath a Shade: | | 

: N D. 3 The e 


* 


—_ The Art of Dancing. Cant. IH. 


The homely Stage with Ruſhes green was ſtrow'd, 
And in a Cart the ſtroling Actors rode: 

Till Time at length improv'd the great Deſign, 

And bade the Scenes with painted Landskips ſnine: 


Then Art did all the bright Machines diſpoſe, 


And Theatres of Parian Marble 'roſe : 
Then mimick Thunder ſhook the trembling Sky, 
And Gods deſcended from their Tow'rs on high. 

With Caution now let ev'ry Youth prepare 
To chuſe a Partner from the miogled Fair: 
Vain wou' d be here th' inſtruct ing Muſe's Voice 
If ſne pretended to direct his Choice, 

Beauty by Fancy is alone expreſt, 

And charms in Arent forms each diff'rent Breaſt: 
A ſnowy Skin this am'rous Youth admires, 

Whilſt nut- brown Cheeks another's Boſom fires, 
Small Waiſts and ſlender Limbs ſome Hearts enſnare,. 
Whilſt others love the more ſubſtantial Fair. 

But let not outward Charms your Judgments ſay, 
Your Reaſon rather than your Eyes obey; 

And in the Dance, as in the Marriage Nooſe, 
Rather for Merit than for Beauty chuſe: 

Be her your Choice who knows with perfect Skill 
When ſhe ſhow'd move, and when ſhe ſhou'd be ſtill, 
That uninſtru&ed can perform her Share, 

And kindly half the pleaſing Burthen bear. 
Unhappy is that hopeleſs Wretch's Fate 

Who, aer d in the Matrimonial State, 

With a poor, ſimple, unexperienc'd Wife 

Is forc'd to lead the tedious Dance of Life: 
And ſuch is his with ſuch a Partner joyn'd; 

A moving Puppet, but withour a Mind : 

Still muſt his Hand be.pointing out the Way, 
Yet ne er can teach ſo faſt as ſhe can ſtray , 
Bencath her Follies he muſt ever groan, 

And ever bluſh for Errors not his own. 

But now behold! united Hand in Hand, | 
Rang'd on each {ide the well-pair'd Couples ſtand: 
With ſecret Joy, and with a fond Delight, | 
Each gen'rous Youth expects the plealing Fight; 
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Whilſt lovely Eyes, that flaſh unuſual Rays, 
And. ſnowy Bubbies pull'd above the Stays; 


_ Whilſt buſie Hands and bridling Heads declare 


The eager Nymphs, and the impatient Fair; 
Far henceremov'd be ev'ry Stander-by, 
That views our Pleaſures with a cens'ring Eye: 


Far hence be all on whole ſeverer Brow 


Old-age has left the Furrows of his Plow ; 
Thoſe ſurly Criticks ever Mirth deſtroy, 
And ſpoil all Pleaſures which they can't enjoy. 
Let no diſcreet Mamma call Miſs aſide, 
And her unguarded pretty Freedoms chide, 
With angry Frowns compel her to be coy, 
And all her Partner's pleaſing Hopes deſtroy ;. 
Tis ſuch that filLeach harmleſs Virgin's Brain 
With Aﬀectation, and with cold Diſdain, 
And ſtrive their native Innocence to hide 
With all their Sex's Artifice and Pride ; 
That gravely preach to the good-natur'd Fair, 
A Squeeze is more than Virtue ought to bear; 
A Kiſsſo much a Lady's Honour ſtains, 
Marriage, or Death alone, her Fame regains : 
And of Lucretia talk, that fooliſh Prude, 
Who ſtabb'd herſelt becauſe her Spark was rude +. 
'Tis from ſuelr Notions that old Folks inſtill 
That frequent Quarrels our Aſſemblies fill, 
And Balls, deſign'd for Mirth, too oft conclude - 
By ſad Miſhap in Marriage, or in Blood. 
Thus, when Herodia (that fair fatal Name, 
At once the Dancers Glory, and their Shame) 
In the ſmooth Dance her beauteous Form.diſplay'd, 
All Herod's Court admir'd the lovely Maid: | 
A thouſand Hearts her beauteous Form ador'd, 
But Herod's moſt, Judea's Tyrant- Lord: | 
With Joy he view'd her trace the winding Round. 
And felt at ev'ry Step a pleaſing Wound. | 
Now on her flowing Hair he fix'd his Eyes; 
Now on ter Breaſts, that gently fall and riſe; 
Now views her Cheeks, with pure Vermilion red, 
And balmy Lips, with blooming Roſes ſpread : . 
Where. 


2 The Art of Dancing. Cant. Ill. 


Where-e'er ſhe moy'd, his Heart and Eyes purſu'd, 
Till Love, the greatei Tyrant, had the leſs ſubdu'd. 
Scarce had ſhe done, when to the lovely Maid, 
Graſping her Hand, the Royal Captive faid, 
* By Heay'n, and all its gracious Pow'rs, I ſwear, 
% May Heav'n th' irrevocable Promiſe hear; . 
* By thoſe all- conquering Eyes, and this fair Hand, 
«© Which can the Hearts of captive Kings command, 
If in the Pow'r of Herod's awful Throne, | 
Name but your Wiſh, and 'tis already done. 
Her watchful Mother heard the ſacred Vow, 
Whilſt fierce Revenge ſat heavy on her Brow; 
(For long had John's reforming Voice decry'd | 
Her impious Life, her Tnceft, and her Pride,) 
Cloſe to her Side ſhe call'd the lovely Maid, 
And forc'd her to demand the Baptiſt's Head. 
The lovely Maid with Tears and Sighs comply'd, 
And for her Wiſh the holy Martyr 90 I 
Oh, cruel Mother ! too obedient Fair ! 
How cow'd you thus a tender Heart enfnare ? 
You, pretty Miſs, had not her Counſels ſway'd, . 
For a fine arch, or ſparkling Ring, had pray'd ; 
A gilded Chariot you perhaps had choſe, ] 
A Diamond Necklace, or a Suit of Clothes; 
Or had you your moſt fay*rite Wiſh purſu'd, 
For a fine Monkey, or a Hrsband ſu'd; 
But ſure your tender Heart, unus'd to ill, 
Cou'd ne'er have plotted facred Blood to ſpill, 
Had not your Tongue Mamma's Commands obey'd, 
Led by her Counſ els, of her Threats afraid, | 
I When mortal Breaſts Revenge and Malice fill, 
| | What won'tthey render Inſtruments of III? 


Religion long has been profanely made 
By Hypocrites and Prieſts a gainful Trade; 
Aid Law, which by its Founders was deſign'd 
To be the careful Guardian of Mankind, 
Is, long ſince, grown but a Pretence to cheat, 
T' oppreſs the Poor, and ſhield th* oppreſſing Great. 
. { * 
Thus Dancing too, we find, was forc'd to be 
Bawd to a Woman's Luft and Cruelty. 
+ | | But 
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9 ' But ſee! the ſprightly Dance is now begunn 
Now here, now there the giddy Maze they run: | 
Now with ſwift Steps they pace the circling Ring; 
Now all.confus'd too ſwift for Sight they ſprings _ | 
So, in a Wheel with rapid Fury toſs'd, 76! 
The undiſtinguiſnh'd Spokes are in the motion loſt. 
The Dancer here no more requires a Guide, 
To no ſtrict Steps his nimble Feet are ty'd + 
The Muſe's Precepts here wou'd uſeleſs be, 
Where all is fancy'd, unconfin'd, and free: 
Let him but to the Mſicł's Voice attend, 
By this inſtructed, he can ne'er offend. 
It to his ſhare it falls the Dance to lead, 
In well-known Paths be may be ſure to tread; 
If others lead, let him their Motions view, 
And in their Steps the winding Maze purſue. 
A thoughtiul Head, 'and a e Kg 
Can in each Dance an uſeful Moral fin | 
In Funt-the-Squirrel thus, the Nymph we view, 
Seeks when we fly, but flies when we purſue : | 
Thus in Round- Dances, where our Partners change, 
And unconfin'd from Fair to Fair we range: 
As ſoon as one from his own Conſort flies, 3 9 
Another ſeizes on the lovely Prize; | | 
A while the fav*rite Youth enjoys her Charms, 
Till the next Comer fteals her from his Arms; 
The former then no more is worth her Care: 
How true an Emblem of th' inconſtant Fair! 
* Where can Philoſophers and Sages wiſe, 
| That read the curious Volumes of the Skies, 
A Model more exa& than Dancing name 
| Of the Creation's univerſal Frame? | | 
Where Worlds unnumber'd o'er th* Mtherial Way 
In a bright regular Confuſion ſtray : 1 
Now here, now there they whirl along the Sky, 
Now near approach, and now far diſtant fly; 
Now meet in the ſame Order they begun, 
zat. And then the great celeſtial Dance is done. 
Where can the Moraliſt find a juſter Plan 
Ot the vain Errors and the Life of Man: 
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A while thro' juſtling Crowds we toil and ſweat, 

And eagerly purſue we know not what; 
Then, hen our littletrifting Race is run, 
Quite tir'd, fit down juſt where we firſt begun. 

Tho' to your Arms kind Fate's indulgent Care 
Has giv'n a Partner exquiſitely fair, : 
Let not her Charms ſo much engage your Heart 
That you neglect the skilful Dancer's Part: 
Be not, when you the tuneful Notes ſhou'd hear, 
Still whiſp' ring idle Prattle in her Ear: 
Whilſt you ſhou'd be employ'd, be not at Play, 
Nor for your Joys all others Steps delay; 
But when the finiſh'd Dance you once have done, 
And with Applauſe thro? ey'ry Couple run, | 
Taere reſt a while: There ſnatch the fleeting 

_ Bliſs, 4 IRS 

The tender Whiſper, and the balmy Kiſs, 
Each ſecret Wiſh, each ſofter Hope confeſs, 
And with your Hand her panting Bubbies preſs; 
With Smiles the Fair ſhall hear your warm Deſires, 
Whilſt Muſick ſofrens, and while Dancing fires, 

Thus, mix'd with Love, the pleaſing Toil purſue 
Till the unwelcome Morn appears to View, | 
Then when approaching-Day its Beams diſplays, 
And the dull Candles ſhine with fainter Rays; 

Then when the Sun juſt riſes o'er the Deep, 
And each bright Eye is almoſt ſett in Sleep, 
With ready Hands, obſequious Youths, prepare | 


Sate to their Homes to lead each choſea Fair, 
And guard her from the Morn's inclement Air. 
Let a warm Hood enwrap her lovely Head, 
And o'er her Neck a Handkerchief be ſ pread 3 
Around her Shoulders let this Arm be caſt, | 
W hile that defends from Cold her ſlender Wait ; 
With Kiſſes warm her balmy Lips ſhall glow, 
Unchill'd by nightly Damps, or wint'ry Snow; 
W hilt gen'rous Whire-wine, mull'd with Ginger warm, 
Shall ſafely guard her inward Frame from Harm, 
But ever let my lovely Pupils fear 
To chill their mantling Blood with cold Small- Beer: 
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Ah, thought!eſs Fair! the tempting Draught refuſe, 
When thus fore warn'd by my experiene'd Muſe. 
Let the ill Conſequence your Thoughts employ, 
Nor hazard future Pains for preſent Joy; ; 
Deſtruction lurks within the poys'nous Doſe, 

A fatal Fever, ora 88 Noſe. FER 

Thus thro each N of the Daneing Art, 

The Muſe has play'd the kind Inſfructor's Part; 
Thro? ey'ry Maze her Pupils ſhe has led, 

And pointed out the ſureſt Paths to tread ; 

No more remains, no more the Goddeſs ſings, 

But dreps her Pinions, and unfurls her Wings; 


On downy Beds the wearied Dancers lie, 


And Sleep's (ilk Cords tie down each drowſie Eye, 
Delightful Dreams their ee Sports reſtore, 
And ev'n in Sleep, they ſeem to dance once more. 
And now complete my gen'rous Labours lie, 
Which ſhall the Pow'r of Death aud Time defſie, 
So long as Birds ſhall cleave the yielding Air, 
And gallant Youthsto glitt'ring Balls repair ; 
So long as Fiſh in ſilver Streams we find, 


And Damſels fret with aged Partners joyn'd; 
So long as Nymphs fhall, 


with attentive Ear 
A dale, rather than a Sermon, hear; 


So long the brighteſt Eyes ſhall oft peruſe 
Theſe uſeful Lines of my inſtructive Muſe : 


"EachBele ſhall wear them wrote upon her Fann, 
And each bright Beau ſhall read 'em— if he can. 
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